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BOOK  ONE 


CHAPTER   I 


SYMPATHY  AND    SELFISHNESS 


The  girl  who  was  dying  lay  in  an  invalid  chair  piled 
up  with  cushions  in  a  sheltered  corner  of  the  lawn.  The 
woman  who  had  come  to  visit  her  had  deliberately 
turned  awa^  her  head  with  a  murmured  word  about 
the  sunshine  and  the  field  of  buttercups.  Behind  them 
was  the  little  sanitarium,  a  gray  stone  villa  built  in 
the  style  of  a  chateau,  overgrown  with  creepers,  and 
with  terraced  lawns  stretching  down  to  the  sunny 
comer  to  which  the  girl  had  been  carried  earlier  in 
the  day.  There  were  flowers  everywhere  —  beds  of 
hyacinths,  and  borders  of  purple  and  yellow  crocuses. 
A  lil  c  tree  was  bursting  into  blossom,  the  breeze  was 
soft  and  full  of  life.  Below,  beyond  the  yellow-starred 
field  of  which  the  woman  had  spoken,  flowed  the  Seine, 
and  in  the  distance  one  could  see  the  outskirts  of  Paris. 

"  The  doctor  says  I  am  better,"  the  girl  whispered 
plaintively.  "  This  morning  he  was  quite  cheerful.  I 
suppose  he  knows,  but  it  is  strange  that  I  should  feel 
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8o  weak  — weaker  even  day  by  day.     And  my  cough 
—  it  tears  me  to  pieces  all  the  time." 

The  woman  who  was  bending  over  her  gulped  some- 
thing down  in  her  throat  and  turned  her  h.ad.  Although 
older  than  the  invalid  whom  she  had  come  to  visit,  she 
was  young  and  very  beautiful.  Her  cheeks  were  a  trifle 
pale,  but  even  without  the  tears  her  eyes  were  almost 
the  color  of  violets. 

^^  "  The  doctor  must  know,  dear  Lucie,"  she  declared. 
"  Our  own  feelings  so  often  mean  nothing  at  all." 

The  girl  moved  a  little  uneasily  in  her  chair.  She, 
also,  had  once  been  pretty.  Her  hair  was  still  an  ex- 
quisite shade  of  red-gold,  but  her  cheeks  were  thin  and 
pmched,  her  complexion  had  gone,  her  clothes  fell  about 
her.    She  seemed  somehow  shapeless. 

"Yes,"  she  agreed,  "the  doctor  knows  — he  must 
know.  I  see  it  in  his  manner  every  time  he  comes  to 
visit  me.  In  his  heart,"  she  added,  dropping  her  voice, 
he  must  know  that  I  am  going  to  die." 
Her  eyes  seemed  to  have  stiffened  in  their  sockets, 
to  have  become  dilated.  Her  lips  trembled,  but  her 
eyes  remained  steadfast. 

"  Oh!  madame,"  she  sobbed,  «  is  it  not  cruel  that  one 
should  die  like  this!  I  am  so  young.  I  have  seen  so 
little  of  life.  It  is  not  just,  madame  —  it  is  not  just !  " 
The  woman  who  sat  by  her  side  was  shaking.  Her 
heart  was  torn  with  pity.  Everywhere  in  the  soft,  sun- 
lit air,  wherever  she  looked,  she  seemed  to  read  in  letters 
of  fire  the  history  of  this  girl,  the  history  of  so  manv 
others. 

"  We  will  not  talk  of  death,  dear,"  she  said.  «  Doc- 
tors are  so  wonderful,  nowadays.  There  are  so  few 
diseases  which  they  cannot  cure.     They  seem  to  snatch 
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one  back  even  from  the  grave.     Besides,  you  are  so 
young.     One  does  not  die  at  nineteen.    Tell  me  about 


He  has  never  once 
you  were  in  the 


this  man  —  Eugine,  you  called  him. 
been  to   see   you  —  not   even   when 
hospital?  " 

The  girl  began  to  tremble. 

"  Not  oncw,"  she  murmured. 

"  You  are  sure  that  he  had  your  letters?  He  knows 
that  you  are  out  here  and  alone?  '* 

**  Yes,  he  knows !  " 

There  was  a  short  silence.  The  woman  found  it  hard 
to  know  what  to  say.  Somewhere  down  along  the  white, 
dusty  road  a  man  was  grinding  the  music  of  a  thread- 
bare waltz  from  an  ancient  barrel-organ.  The  girl 
closed  her  eyes. 

"  We  used  to  hear  that  sometimes,"  she  whispered, 
"  at  the  caf^s.  At  one  where  we  went  often  they  used 
to  know  that  I  liked  it  and  they  always  played  it 
when  we  came.  It  is  queer  to  hear  it  again  —  like  this. 
.  .  .  Oh,  when  I  close  my  eyes,"  she  muttered,  "  I  am 
afraid!     It  is  like  shutting  out  life  for  always." 

The  woman  by  her  side  got  up.  Lucie  caught  at 
her  skirt. 

"  Madame,  you  are  not  going  yet  ?  "  she  pleaded. 
"Am  I  selfish?  Yet  you  have  not  stayed  with  me  so 
long  as  yesterday,  and  I  am  so  lonely." 

The  woman's  face  had  hardened  a  little. 

"  I  am  going  to  find  that  man,"  she  replied.  "  I  have 
his  address.    I  want  to  bring  him  to  you." 

The  girl's  hold  upon  her  skirt  tightened. 

"  Sit  down,"  she  begged,     "  Do  not  leave  me.     In- 
deed it  is  useless.     He  knows.     He  does  not  choose  to 
Men  are  like  that.    Oh  I  madame,  I  have  learned 
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my  lesgon.    I  know  now  that  love  is  a  vain  thing.    Men 

please  them,  but  afterwards  that  does  not  count.    I  sup- 
pose we  were  meant  to  be  sacrificed.     I  hwe  given  up 
hmlung  of  Eugine.    He  is  afraid,  perhaps,  of  the  in- 
fecbon.    I  thmk  that  I  would  sooner  go  out  of  life  as 

unwih  '^l  *2     *"'*  "^°''"^'  **"*"  ^""""^  ^'^  """"^  *°  «>« 
The  woman  could  not  hide  her  tears  any  longer. 

There  was  something  so  exquisitely  fragile,  so  stran^ly 

pathetic,  m  that  prostrate  figure  by  her  side. 
But.  my  dear."  she  faltered,  — 
"Madame,"  the  girl  interrupted,  "hold  my  hand 

for  a  moment.     That  is  the  doctor  coming.     J  hear 

his  footstep.    I  think  that  I  must  sleep  " 

Madame  Christophor- she  had  another  name,  but 

there  were  few  occasions  on  which  she  cared  to  use  it  — 

was  driven  back  to  Paris,  in  accordance  with  her  mur- 

r^    /°'"r  °^  ^""^^'^^^^o"'  at  a  pace  which  took  little 
heed  of  pohce  regulations  or  even  of  safety.    Through 
the  peaceful  lanes,  across  the  hills  into  the  suburbs,  and 
mto  the  city  itself  she  passed,  at  a  speed  which  was 
scarcely  slackened  even  when  she  turned  into  the  Boule- 
vard which  was  her  destination.     Glancing  at  the  slip 
of  paper  which  she  hdd  in  her  hand,  she  puUed  the 
cWkstring  before  a  tall  block  of  buildings.     She  hur- 
ried inside  ascended  two  flights  of  stairs,  and  rang  the 
bell  of  a  door  immediately  opposite  her.     A  very  Ger- 
man-looking manservant  opened  it  after  the  briefest  of 
delays -a  man  with  fair  moustache,  fat,  stolid  face 
and  inquisitive  eyes. 

E,'te™i?»    """'"  "■"   *'  ^'^'^'   "Monsieur 
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The  man  stared  at  her,  then  bowed.  The  appear- 
ance of  Madame  Christopher  was,  without  doubt, 
impressive. 

"  I  will  inquire,  madame,"  he  replied. 

"  I  am  in  a  hurry,"  she  said  curtly.  **  Be  so  good 
as  to  let  your  master  know  that." 

A  moment  later  she  was  ushered  into  a  sitting-room 
—  a  man's  apartment,  untidy,  reeking  of  cigarette 
smoke  and  stale  air.  There  were  photographs  and 
souvenirs  of  women  everywhere.  The  windows  were  fast- 
closed  and  the  curtains  half-drawn.  The  man  who  stood 
upon  the  hearthrug  was  of  medium  height,  dark,  with 
close-cropped  hair  and  a  black,  drooping  moustache. 
His  first  glance  at  his  visitor,  as  the  door  opened,  was 
one  of  impertinent  curiosity. 

"  Madame?  "  he  inquired. 

"You  are  Monsieur  Estermen?" 

He  bowed.  He  was  very  much  impressed  and  he 
endeavored  to  assume  a  manner. 

"  That  is  my  name.    Pray  be  seated." 

She  waved  away  the  chair  he  offered. 

"My  automobile  is  in  the  street  below,"  she  said. 
"  I  wish  you  to  come  with  me  at  once  to  see  a  poor  girl 
who  is  dying." 

He  looked  at  her  in  amazement. 

"  Are  you  serious,  madame?  " 

"  I  am  very  serious  indeed,"  she  replied.  "  The  girl's 
name  is  Lucie  Renault." 

For  the  moment  he  seemed  perplexed.  Then  his 
eyebrows  were  slowly  raised. 

"  Lucie  Renault,"  he  repeated.  "  What  do  you  know 
about  her?  " 

"  Only  that  she  is  a  poor  child  who  has   suffered 
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at  your  hands  and  who  is  dying  in  a  private  hospital, 
Madame  Christophor  answered.  "  She  has  been  taken 
there  out  of  charity.  She  has  no  friends,  she  is  dying 
alone.  Come  with  me.  I  will  take  you  to  her.  You 
•hall  save  her  at  least  from  that  terror.*' 

It  was  the  aim  of  the  man  with  whom  she  spoke  to 
be  considered  modem.  A  perfect  and  invincible  selfish- 
ness had  enabled  him  to  reach  the  topmost  heights  of 
callousness,  and  to  remain  there  without  affectation. 

"If  the  little  girl  is  dying,"  he  said,  "I  am  sorry, 
for  she  was  pretty  and  companionable,  although  I  have 
lost  sight  of  her  lately.  But  as  to  my  going  out  to 
see  her,  why,  that  is  absurd.  I  hate  iUness  of  all 
sorts." 

The  woman  looked  at  him  steadfastly,  looked  at  him 
as  though  she  had  come  into  contect  with  some  strange 
creature. 

"  Do  you  understand  what  it  is  that  I  am  saying?  " 
she  demanded.  «  This  girl  was  once  your  little  friend, 
18  it  not  so?  It  was  for  your  sake  that  she  gave  up 
the  dmple  life  she  was  living  when  you  first  knew  her, 
and  went  upon  the  stage.  The  life  was  too  strenuous 
for  her.  She  broke  down,  took  no  care  of  herself,  de- 
veloped a  cough  and  alas!  tuberculosis." 

The  man  sighed.  He  had  adopted  an  expression  of 
abstract  sympathy. 

"  A  terrible  disease,"  he  murmure  . 

"A  terrible  disease  indeed,"  Madame  Christophor 
repeated.  "  Do  you  not  understand  what  I  mean  when 
I  teU  you  that  she  is  dyhig  of  it?  Very  likely  she 
wiU  not  live  a  week  — perhaps  not  a  day.  She  lies 
there  alone  in  the  garden  of  the  hospital  and  she  is 
afraid.     There  are  none  who  knew  her,  whom  she  cares 
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for,  to  takr  her  into  their  Arms  and  to  bid  her  have 
no  fear.  Is  it  not  your  place  to  do  this?  You  have 
held  her  in  your  arms  in  life.  Don*t  you  see  that  it 
is  your  duty  to  cheer  her  a  little  way  on  this  last  dark 
journey?" 

The  man  threw  away  his  cigarette  and  moved  to  the 
mantelpiece,  where  ' »  helped  himself  to  a  fresh  one 
from  the  box. 

"  Madame,**  he  said,  "  I  perceive  that  you  are  a 
sentimentalist.** 

She  did  not  speak  —  she  could  not.  She  only  looked 
at  him. 

"  Death,**  he  continued,  lighting  his  cigarette,  '*  is 
an  ugly  thing.  If  it  came  to  me  I  should  probably  be 
quite  as  much  af»*«iid  —  perhaps  more — than  any  one 
else.  But  it  has  not  come  to  me  just  yet.  It  has 
come,  you  tell  me,  to  little  Lucie.  Well,  I  am  sorry, 
but  there  is  nothing  I  can  do  about  it.  T  have  no  in- 
tention whatever  of  making  myself  miserable.  I  do  not 
wish  to  see  her.  I  do  not  wish  to  look  upon  death,  I 
simply  wish  to  forget  it.  If  it  were  not,  madamc," 
he  added,  with  a  bow  and  a  meaning  glance  from  his 
dark  eyes,  "  that  you  bring  with  you  something  of  your 
own  so  well  worth  looking  upon,  I  could  almost  find 
myself  regretting  your  visit." 

She  still  regarded  him  fixedly.  There  was  in  her 
face  something  of  that  shrinking  curiosity  with  which 
one  looks  upon  an  unclean  and  horrible  thing. 

"  That  is  your  answer.?  "  she  murmured. 

The  man  had  little  understanding  and  he  rerlied 
boldly. 

"  It  is  my  answer,  without  a  doubt.  Lucie,  if  what 
you  tell  me  is  true,  as  I  do  not  for  a  moment  doubt, 
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tJ^Hih'^V  **[■  T  ^  '•^•«**  °'  "^^'^^fc  •«  Wdeou. 
irw-        •;**/'»•**  "•ny  People  believe,  loo.  to  be 

rr^  r     ""*  "  °"'  °'^'     ^ne  only  death  that 
T^Jr  ''  r^"'^.-    ^'  ""«»•*  to  «^-  "'^'^  that." 

w J.?J  T  r*  •*"'*"  "*'"•  ^^'  '^^  toll  and  .he 
WM  .i,m.  Her  figure  was  exquisite.  She  was  famous 
throughout  the  city  for  her  beauty.  The  man's  eye. 
dwelt  upon  her  and  the  eternal  exp^s.ion  crept  slowly 
into  hi.  face.  He  seemed  to  understand  nothing  of  the 
shivermg  horror  with  which  she  was  regarding  him 

If  It  were  upon  any  other  errand,  madamc."  he 
continued,  leaning  towards  her,  "believe,  I  pray  you 
that  no  one  would  leave  this  room  to  become  your  ei^ort 
more  willingly  than  I."  ^         ^^ 

She  turned  away. 

«*  You  wiU  not  leave  me  already? »»  he  beffiwd 
-Monsieur,"  she  declared,  as  she  threw^n  the 
door  before  he  could  reach  it,  « if  J  thought  thl^  there 
were  many  men  like  you  in  the  world,  if  f  thought-  " 
h  J  •"!!  K  '"^"^  ^''^  *'"*""^^-  '^'^^  ^"otions  which 
iLf.roul^err^^'^^""'^'^^"-^^^^^^  «-»-««ed 

"My  dear  lady,"  he  said,  "let  me  assure  you  that 
there  is  not  «  man  of  the  world  in  this  cit/who,  i 
he  spoke   honestly,   would  not   feel  exactly  as   I  do 
Allow  me  at  least  to  see  you  to  your  automobile." 
darei»°"         '   *°   ™°''''"   '^'   """Stored,    "if   you 
She  swept  past  him  and  down  the  stairs  into  the 
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street.  She  threw  herself  inio  the  corner  of  the  auto- 
mohile.     The  chauffeur  looked  around. 

"Where  to,  madamc?**  he  inquired. 

She  hesitated  for  a  moment.  She  had  affairs  of  her 
own,  but  the  thought  of  the  child's  eyes  came  up  before 
her. 

"Back  to  the  hospital,'*  she  ordered.  "Drive 
quickly.** 

They  rushed  from  Paris  once  more  into  the  country, 
with  its  spring  perfumes,  its  soft  breezes,  its  restful 
green^  but  fast  though  they  drove  another  messenger 
had  outstripped  them.  From  the  little  chapel,  as  the 
car  rolled  up  the  avenue,  came  the  slow  tolling  of  a 
bell.  Madame  Chrlstophor  stood  on  the  comer  of  the 
lawn  alone.  The  invalid  chair  was  empty.  The  blinds 
of  the  villa  were  being  slowly  lowered.  She  turned 
around  and  looked  toward  the  city.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  she  could  see  into  the  rooms  of  the  man  whom  she 
had  left  a  few  minuter  ago.  A  lark  was  singing  over 
her  head.  She  lifted  her  eyes  and  looked  past  him  up 
to  the  blue  sky.  Her  lips  moved,  but  never  a  sound 
escaped  her.  Yet  the  man  who  sat  in  his  rooms  at 
that  moment,  yawning  and  wonderir  where  to  spend 
the  evening,  and  which  companion  he  should  summon 
by  telephone  to  amuse  him,  felt  n  sudden  shiver  in  his 
veins. 
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spa^cfou/ YanH  "'  '^'  ^^^  ^"  "^'"^"^"^^  Square  was 
spacious,   handsome   and    ornate.      Mr.    Algernon   H 

Carraby  M.P.,  who  sat  dictating  letters  to  a  sTcretafy 
m  an  attitude  which  his  favorite  photographer  had 
rendered  exceedingly  familiar,  at  any  rat!  among  ht 

Mrs.  Carraby,  who  had  just  entered  the  room,  fulfilled 

Tt  wL"T  «Ti">^^^  *^^^^  «^-^  chara<;teristic? 
It^was  acknowledged  to  be  a  very  satisfactory  housed 

"I   should   like   to   speak   to   you   for   a   moment 
Algernon,"  his  wife  announced.  moment, 

car^y'n^TM^  ""''''f  ^u    '^'  ^'''  *'"^  '^^^  ^^^  -- 

rfec?et:rr'  "  '"'''     ""'  ^""^^  ^*  °"^^  '^ 

«  Haskwell,"  he  said,  «  kindly  return  in  ten  minutes." 

Ihe  young  man  quitted  the  room.     Mrs.   Carrabv 

advanced   a   few  steps   further  towards   her  h    bTnd 

of  faThi:^ V^^""'""^  ''-'-'  -  *^^  latest  eilt 
pale   I^d  h  ^"^^^^"'^"t^  ^-re  quiet,  her  skin  a  little 

wl    auite  ^r^^^T  \  ^^"^^  ''^^''    N-^rtheless,  she 
was  quite  a  famous  beauty.    Men  all  admired  her  with- 
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out  any  reservations.  The  best  sort  of  women  rather 
mistrusted  her. 

"Is  that  the  letter,  Mabel?"  her  husband  asked, 
with  an  eagerness  which  he  seemed  to  be  making  some 
effort  to  conceal. 

She  nodded  slowly.  He  held  out  his  hand,  but  she 
did  not  at  once  part  with  it. 

"  Algernon,"  she  said  quietly,  "  you  know  that  I  am 
not  very  scrupulous.  We  both  of  us  want  success  — 
a  certain  sort  of  success  —  and  we  have  both  of  us  been 
content  to  pay  the  price.  You  have  spent  a  good  deal 
of  money  and  you  have  succeeded  very  well  indeed. 
Somehow  or  other,  I  feel  to-day  as  though  I  were 
spending  more  than  money." 

He  laughed  a  little  uncomfortably. 

"  My  dear  Mabel ! "  he  protested.  "  You  are  not 
going  to  back  out,  are  you.'' " 

"No,"  she  replied,  "I  do  not  think  that  I  shall 
back  out.  There  is  nothing  in  the  whole  world  I  want 
so  much  as  to  have  you  a  Cabinet  Minister.  If  there 
had  been  any  other  way  —  " 

"  But  there  is  no  other  way,"  her  husband  inter- 
rupted. "  So  long  as  Julien  Portel  lives,  I  should  never 
get  my  chance.  He  holds  the  post  I  want.  Every  one 
knows  that  he  is  clever.  He  has  the  ear  of  the  Prime 
Minister  and  he  hates  me.  My  only  chance  is  his 
retirement." 

Mrs.  Carraby  looked  at  the  letter. 

"  Well,"  she  said,  "  I  have  played  your  game  for 
you.  I  have  gone  even  to  the  extent  of  being  talked 
about  with  Julien  Portel." 

Her  husband  moved  uneasily  in  his  chair. 

"That   will    all   blow   over   directly,"    he   declared. 
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Besides,  if -if  things  go  our  way,  we  sha'n't  see 
much  more  of  Portel.     Give  me  the  letter.- 

Stil  she  hesitated.  It  was  curious  that  throughout 
the  s  ow  evolution  of  this  scheme  to  break  a  Ws 
life,  for  which  she  was  mainly  responsible,  she  had 
never  hes.tatcd  until  this  moment,  ^ays  it  had  been 
fixed  m  her  mind  that  Algernon  was  to  be  a  Cabinet 
Minister;  she  was  to  be  the  wife  of  a  Cabinet  Minister 

the   gratification    of   so    reasonable    an    ambition   had 
never  seemed  possible.    Now  she  hesitated.     ShTLked 
at  her  husband  and  she  saw  him  with  new  eyes.     He 
seemed  suddenly  a  mean  little  person.     She  thought  of 
the  other  man  and  there  was  a  strange  quiver  fh^r 
heart -a  very   unexpected   sensation   indeed.      There 
was  a  difference  in  the  breed.     It  came  home  to  her  at 
that  moment.     She  found  herself  even  wond  ring    a 
she  swung  the  letter  idly  between  her  thumb  and  tore 

?fhe\:d  had      d-r^'  ''^^^  '^^"  ^  ^^^--*  --n 
1  he  letter!  "he  repeated. 
She  laid  it  calmly  on  the  desk  before  him. 

t.nuJT"\  "^"  '"'^  ''^^'^'  "'^  ^°"  «"d  the  con- 
tents affectionate  you  must  remember  that  I  am  in  no 

way^responsible.     This  was  your  scheme.     I  have  Sonl 

^  Jhe  man's  fingers  trembled  slightly  as  he  broke  the 

"Naturally,"  he  agreed,  pausing  for  an  instant  and 
lookmg  up  at  her.  «I  knew  that  I  could  tu"t  y^u 
or  J  would  never  have  put  such   an   idea  into  y^ 

She  laughed;    a  characteristic  laugh  it  was,  quite 
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cold,  quite  mirthless,  apparently  quite  meaningless. 
Carraby  turned  back  to  the  letter,  tore  open  the  en- 
velope and  spread  it  out  before  them.  He  read  it  out 
aloud  in  a  sing-song  voice. 

Downing  Street.     Tuetday 

Mv   DEAREST    MaBEL, 

I  had  your  sweet  little  note  an  hour  ago.  Of  course  I 
was  disappointed  about  luncheon,  as  I  always  am  when 
I  cannot  see  you.  Your  promise  to  repay  me,  however, 
almost  reconciles  me. 

The  man  looked  up  at  his  wife. 

"  Promise?  "  he  repeated  hoarsely.  "  What  does 
he  mean?  " 

"  Go  on,"  she  said,  with  unchanged  expression.  **  See 
if  what  you  want  is  there." 

The  man  continued  to  read: 

I  am  going  to  ask  you  a  very  great  favor,  Mabel.  When 
we  are  alone  together,  I  talk  to  you  with  absolute  freedcui. 
To  write  you  on  matters  connected  with  my  office  is  dif- 
ferent. I  know  very  well  how  deep  and  sincere  your 
interest  in  politics  really  is,  and  it  has  always  been  one 
of  my  greatest  pleasures,  when  with  you,  to  talk  things 
over  and  hear  your  point  of  view.  vVithout  flattery,  dear, 
I  have  really  more  than  once  found  your  advice  useful. 
It  is  your  understanding  which  makes  our  companionship 
always  a  pleasure  to  me,  and  I  rely  upon  that  when  I  beg 
you  not  to  ask  me  to  write  you  again  on  matters  to  which 
I  have  really  no  right  to  allude.  You  do  not  mind  this, 
dea>  ?  And  having  read  you  my  little  lecture,  I  will 
answer  your  question.  Yes,  the  Cabinet  Council  was  held 
exactly  as  you  surmise-     With  great  difficulty  I  persuaded 

B to  adopt  my  view  of  the  situation.     They  are  all 

^S        much  too  terrified  of  this  war  bogey.     For  once  I  had  my 
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w^  aTn^mnr  TT' ^  "^"  ^**^»*  **^'°«»d  ^«»'»  Berlin 

I  «n  sorry  your  husband  is  such  a  bear      Pprl,-«o 

PleaY  r  r  r*  ^'  ^"'*^"^-  House?  "'*"'  °" 
Please  destroy  this  letter  at  once. 

Ever  affectionately  yours, 

JvLnn. 

The  man's  ejes,  as  he  read,  grew  brighter. 
^^  It  18  enough?  »  the  woman  asked. 

It  18  more  than  enough !  '* 
Slowly  he  replaced  it  in  its  envelope  and  thrust  it 
into  the  breast-pocket  of  his  coat.  ** 

J  What  are  jou  going  to  do  with  it?  »  she  inquired. 

..Jl    T  T^'  ""^  P'""^'"  ^^  «°«^^rer'      « I  know 
exactly  how  to  make  the  best  and  most  dignified  usl 

He  rose  to  his  feet.      Something  in  his  wife's  ^x 
pression   seemed   to  disturb   him.      He   wlked  a   Tw 
"'T'T"^  the  door  and  came  back  agirn 
"  Mabel,"  he  said,  «  are  you  glad?  " 
i;  Naturally  I  am  glad,"  she  replied. 

xou  have  no  regrets?  " 
Again  she  laughed. 

"Regrets?"  she  echoed.     "What  are  th^^r?     n 
doesn't  think  about  such  things,  nowada;.^''     ^"^ 
They  stood  quite  still  in  the  centre  of  that  very 
handsome  apartment.     They  were  almost  alien  Lr^s 
in  the  world  m  which  they  moved,  -  Carraby,  the  mnk 
est  of  newcomers,  carried  into  political  life  by  ht  ^Ss 
ambjtions,  his  own  self-amassed  fortune,  and  a    ort  o 
subt,      unn^g^     ,,,^  common  substitute  fo^  br  1: 
Mrs.  Carraby,  on  whom  had  been  plastered  an  expen  "e' 
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and  ultra-fashionable  education,  although  she  was  able 
perhaps  more  effectually  to  ccnceal  her  origin,  the 
daughter  of  a  rich  Yorkshire  manufacturer,  who  had 
secured  a  paid  entrance  into  Society.  They  were  purely 
artificial  figures  for  thi*  very  reason  that  thej  never 
admitted  any  one  of  these  facts  to  themselves,  but 
talked  always  the  jargon  of  the  world  to  which  they 
aspired,  as  though  they  were  indeed  denizens  therein 
by  right.  At  that  moment,  though,  a  single  natural 
feeling  shook  the  man,  shook  his  faith  in  himself,  in 
life,  in  his  destiny.  There  was  Jewish  blood  in  his 
veins  and  it  made  itself  felt. 

"  Mabel,"  he  began,  "  this  man  Portel  —  you  've 
flirted  with  him,  you  say.?" 

"  I  have  most  certainly  flirted  with  him,"  she  ad- 
mitted quietly. 

"He  hasn't  iared  —  " 

A  flash  of  scorn  lit  her  cold  eyes. 

"  I  think,"  she  said,  "  that  you  had  better  ask  me 
no  questions  of  that  sort." 

Carraby  went  slowly  out.  Already  the  moment  was 
passing.  Of  course  ho  could  trust  his  wife!  Besides, 
in  his  letter  was  the  death  warrant  of  the  man  who 
stood  between  him  and  his  ambitions.  Mrs.  Carraby 
listened  to  his  footsteps  in  the  hall,  heard  his  suave 
reply  to  his  secretary,  heard  his  orders  to  the  footman 
who  let  him  out.  From  where  she  stood  she  watched 
him  cross  the  square.  Already  he  had  recovered  his 
alert  bearing.  His  shoes  and  his  hat  were  glossy,  his 
coat  was  of  an  excellent  fit.  The  woman  watched  him 
without  movement  or  any  change  of  expression. 
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few  m,„„te,  before  with  almost  feverish  haste,    h"  ner 
P^xed  servant,  who  had  only  just  arrived,  .Is  dohX 
be     to  restore    he  room  to  some  appear;„,ce  of  3e 
You  needn't  mind  those  wretched  thin.«.  f„-Ti, 
present,  Richards,"  his  master  orderXirZ  '^Brit 
the  rest  of  the  tweed  traveling  suit  like  4e  trous^s  ! 

beii^WerT  ""'"'  *""  '"'■    "^  '°"''^''  '^"""">'  "  ««'« 

to:iKrtH::nf;:i-  <>-  ^'-^  out  „,  tow. 
t™v?:r;hf  c^t'-re^pr"""™'  "^  ''^  -'"^ "'''-" 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  Sir  Julien,"  he  said,  «  but  there 
-  Lord  Cardmgton's  dinner  to-night,  and  the  reeeptL 
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afterwards  at  the  Foreign  Office.  I  have  your  court 
clothes  ready." 

His  master  laughed  shortly. 

"I  am  not  attending  the  dinner  or  the  reception, 
Richards.  You  can  put  those  things  back  again  and 
get  me  the  traveling  clothes." 

The  man  seemed  a  little  dazed,  but  turned  auto- 
matically towards  the  wardrobe. 

"Shall  you  require  me  to  accompany  you,  sir?" 
he  inquired. 

"Not  at  present,"  Sir  JuHcn  replied.  "You  will 
have  to  come  on  with  the  rest  of  my  luggage  when  I 
have  decided  what  to  do." 

Richards  was  not  more  than  ordinarily  inquisitive, 
but  the  circumstances  were  certainly  unusual. 

"  Do  you  mean,  sir,  that  you  will  not  be  returning 
to  London  at  present?"  he  ventured  to  ask. 

"  I  shall  not  be  returning  to  London  for  some 
time,"  Sir  Julien  answered  sharply.  "  Get  on  with 
the  packing  as  quickly  as  you  can.  Put  the  whiskey 
and  soda  on  the  table  in  the  sitting-room,  and  the 
cigarettes.  Remember,  if  any  one  comes  I  am  not  at 
home."  ^ 

"  Too  late,  my  dear  fellow,"  a  voice  called  out  from 
the  adjoining  room.  "  You  see,  I  have  found  my  way 
up  unannounced  —  a  bad  habit,  but  my  profession  ex- 
cused everything." 

The  man  stood  on  the  threshold  of  the  room  opening 
out  from  the  bedroom  —  tall,  florid,  untidily  dressed, 
with  clean-shaven,  humorous  face,  ungloved  hands,  and 
a  terribly  shabby  hat.  He  looked  around  the  room 
and  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  What  an  infernal  mess !  "  he  exclaimed.     "  Come 
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along  out  into  the  sitting-room,  Juiien.    I  want  to  talk 
to  you." 

"I  should  like  to  know  how  the  devil  '">u  got  in 
here !  "  Sir  Juiien  muttered.    "  I  tolc*  dow  down- 

stairs that  no  one  was  to  be  allowed  u^. 

"  He  did  try  to  make  himself  disagreeable,'*  the  new- 
comer replied.  "  However,  here  I  am  —  that 's  enough." 

Sir  Juiien  turned  to  his  servant. 

"  Get  on  with  your  packing,  Richards,"  he  directed, 
"  and  let  me  know  when  you  have  finished." 

Sir  Juiien  followed  his  visitor  into  the  sitting-room, 
closing  the  door  behind  him.  His  manner  was  not  in 
the  least  cordial. 

"  Look  here,  Kendricks,  old  fellow,"  he  said,  "  I  don't 
want  to  be  rude,  but  I  am  not  in  the  humor  to  talk 
to  any  one.  I  have  had  a  rotten  week  of  it  and  just 
about  as  much  as  I  can  stand.  Help  yourself  to  a 
whiskey  and  soda,  say  what  you  have  to  say  and  then 
go." 

The  newcomer  nodded.  He  helped  himself  to  the 
whiskey  and  soda,  but  he  seemed  in  no  hurry  to  speak. 
On  the  contrary,  he  settled  himself  down  in  an  easy- 
chair  with  the  appearance  of  a  man  who  had  come  to 
stay. 

"Juiien,"  he  remarked  presently,  "you  are  up 
against  it  —  up  against  it  rather  hard.  Don't  trouble 
to  interrupt  me.  I  know  pretty  well  all  about  it.  I 
said  from  the  first  you  'd  have  to  resign.  There  was  n't 
any  other  way  out  of  it." 

"Quite  right,"  Juiien  agreed.  "There  wasn't. 
I've  finished  up  everything  to-day  —  resigned  my 
office,  applied  for  the  Chiltem  Hundreds,  and  I  am 
going  to  clear  out  of  the  country  to-night.' 
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"And  all  because  you  wrote  a  foolish  letter  to  a 
woman !  '*  Kendricks  murmured,  half  to  himself.  "  By 
the  bye,  there  *8  no  doubt  about  the  letter,  I  suppose?  *' 

"  None  in  the  world,"  Julien  replied. 

**  There  's  nothing  that  the  Press  can  do  to  set  you 
right?  " 

"  Great  heavens,  no !  "  Julien  declared.  "  No  one  can 
help  me.  I  Ve  no  one  to  blame  but  myself.  I  wrote 
the  letter  —  there  the  matter  ends." 

"  And  she  passed  it  on  to  that  shocking  little  bounder 
of  a  husband  of  hers !  What  a  creature !  Did  it  ever 
occur  to  you  that  it  was  a  plot?*' 

Julien  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  It  makes  so  little  difference." 

"  You  were  in  Carraby's  way,"  Kendricks  continued, 
producing  a  pipe  from  his  pocket  and  leisurely  filling 
it.  "  There  was  no  getting  past  you  and  you  were  a 
young  man.     It 's  a  dirty  business." 

"  If  you  don't  mind,"  Julien  said  coldly,  "  we  won't 
discuss  it  any  further.  So  far  as  I  am  concerned,  the 
whole  matter  is  at  an  end.  I  was  compelled  to  take 
part  in  to-day's  mummery.  I  hated  it  —  that  they  all 
knew.  I  suppose  it 's  foolish  to  mind  such  things, 
David,"  he  went  on  bitterly,  taking  up  a  cigarette  and 
throwing  himself  into  a  chair,  "  but  a  year  ago  —  it 
was  just  after  I  came  back  from  Berlin  and  you  may 
remember  it  was  the  fancy  of  the  people  to  believe 
that  I  had  saved  the  country  from  war  —  they  cheered 
me  all  the  way  from  Whitehall  to  the  Mansion  House. 
To-day  there  was  only  a  dull  murmur  of  voices  —  a 
sort  of  doubting  groan.  I  felt  it,  Kendricks.  It  was 
like  Hell,  that  ride !  " 

Kendricks  nodded  sympathetically. 
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**I  suppose  you  know  that  a  version  of  the  letter 
is  in  the  evening  papers?  "  he  asked. 

"My  resignation  will  be  in  the  later  issues,"  Julien 
told  him.  *♦  It  was  pretty  well  known  yesterday  after- 
noon.   I  leave  for  the  continent  to-night." 

There  was  a  short  silence  between  the  two  men.  In 
a  sense  they  had  been  friends  all  their  lives.  Sir  Julien 
Portel  had  been  a  successful  politician,  the  youngest 
Cabinet  Minister  for  some  years.  Kendricks  had  never 
aspired  to  be  more  than  a  clever  journalist  of  the 
vigorous  type.  Nevertheless,  they  had  been  more  than 
ordinarily  intimate. 

"Have  you  made  any  plans?"  Kendricks  inquired 
presently.  "  Of  course,  you  would  have  to  resign  office, 
but  don't  you  think  there  might  be  a  chance  of  living 
it  down?  " 

"  Not  a  chance  on  earth,"  Julien  replied.  "  As  to 
what  I  am  going  to  do,  don't  ask  mc.  For  the  im- 
mediate present  I  am  going  to  lose  myself  in  Normandy 
or  somewhere.  Afterwards  I  think  I  shall  move  on  to 
my  old  quarters  in  Paris.  There  's  always  a  little  ex- 
citement to  be  got  out  of  life  there." 

Kendricks  looked  at  his  friend  through  the  cloud  of 
tobacco  smoke. 

"  It 's  excitement  of  rather  a  dangerous  order,"  he 
remarked  slowly. 

"I  shall  never  be  likely  to  forget  that  I  am  an 
Englishman,"  Julien  said.  "Perhaps  I  may  be  able 
to  do  something  to  set  matters  right  again.  One  can't 
tell.  By  the  bye,  Kendricks,"  he  went  on,  "do  you 
remember  when  we  were  at  college  how  you  hated  women? 
How  you  used  to  try  and  trace  half  the  things  that  went 
wrong  in  life  to  their  influence?  " 
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The  journalist  nodded     He  knocked  the  ashes  from 
his  pipe  deliberately. 

"  I  was  a  boy  in  those  days,'*  he  declared.     "  I  am 
a  ina»)  now,  getting  on  toward  middle  age,  and  on  that 
one  subject  I  am  as  rabid  as  ever.     I  hate  their  med- 
dling in  men's  affairs,  shoving  themselves  into  politics, 
always  whispering  in  a  man's   .ar  under  pretence  of 
helping  him  with  their  sympathy.    They  're  in  evidence 
wherever  you  go  —  women,  women,  women !    The  place 
reeks  with  them.     You  can't  go  about  your  work,  hour 
by  hour  or  day  by  day,  without  having  them  on  every 
side  of  you.     It's  like  a  poison,  this   trail  of  them 
over  every  piece  of  serious  work  we  attempt,  over  every 
place  we  find  our  way  into.    They  bang  the  typewriters 
in  our  offices,  they  elbow  us  in  the  streets,  they  smile 
at  us  from  the  next  table  at  our  workaday  luncheon, 
they  crowd  the  tubes  and  the  cars  and  the  cabs  in  the 
streets.     Why  the  deuce,  Julien,  can't  we  treat  them 
like  those  sage  Orientals,  and  dump  them  all  in  one 
place  where  they  belong  till  we  've  finished  our  work?  " 

Julien  lifted  his  tumbler  of  whiskey  and  soda  to 
his  lips  and  set  it  down  empty. 

"  In  a  way,  you  're  right,  Kendricks,"  he  agreed. 
"You  go  too  far,  of  course,  but  I  do  believe  that 
women  hold  too  big  a  place  in  our  lives.  I  am  one  of 
the  poor  fools  who  goes  to  the  wall  to  gratify  the 
vanity  of  one  of  them." 

The  journalist  muttered  h  word  under  his  breath 
which  he  would  have  been  very  sorry  to  have  seen  in 
the  pages  of  bis  paper.  Julien  had  moved  to  the  open 
window.  There  had  been  a  little  break  in  his  voice. 
No  one  knew  better  than  Kendricks  that  a  very  brilliant 
career  was  broken. 
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"  I  ''ink  you  're  wise  to  go  away  for  a  lime,  Julien,** 
he  ^  Jed.  "  Look  here,  it '«  lix  o'clock  now.  t  have 
-icab  waiting  downstairs.  Come  round  to  my  rotten 
httle  restaurant  in  Soho  and  dine  with  me.  Your  fel- 
low can  meet  us  at  Charing-Cross  with  your  things. 
You  won't  see  a  soul  you  know  where  I  'm  going  to 
take  you." 

Julien  turned  slowly  away  from  the  window.  He  was 
looking  for  the  last  time  from  those  rooms  at  the 
London  which  he  had  loved.  The  setting  sun  had  caught 
the  dome  of  St.  Paul's,  was  flashing  from  the  dark, 
placid  water  of  the  Thames.  The  roar  of  the  great 
city  was  passing  from  eastwards  to  -westwards. 

"You're  a  good  chap,  Kendricks,"  he  declared. 
"  I '11  come  along,  with  pleasure.  I  shall  have  enough 
solitude  later  on.  But  listen,  before  we  go  —  listen, 
David,  to  a  speech  after  your  own  heart." 

Julien  stood  quite  still  for  a  moment.  His  pale  face 
seemed  suddenly  whiter,  his  eyes  were  full  of  fire. 

"David,"  he  said,  "if  ever  the  time  comes  in  the 
future  when  i  find  that  a  woman  is  ^"ginning  to  claim 
a  minute  of  my  thoughts,  a  single  one  of  my  emotions, 
to  govern  the  slightest  throb  of  my  pulses,  I'll  take 
her  by  the  throat  and  I'll  throw  her  out  of  what's 
left  of  my  life  as  I  would  a  rat  that  had  crept  into  my 
room.    I  »ve  done  with  them.     Curse  all  women !  " 

There  was  a  silence.  Kendricks  leaned  over  to  the 
fireplace  and  knocked  his  pipe  against  the  hearth.  Then 
he  suddenly  paused. 

«  What 's  that?  "  he  asked  abruptly. 

There  was  a  soft  knocking  at  the  outside  door. 
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Kendricki  rose  slowly  to  his  feet.  Julien  was  look* 
ing  toward  the  door  with  a  frown  upon  his  face.  While 
they  stood  there  the  knocking  was  repeated,  still  soft 
but  a  little  more  insistent.    Julien  hesitated  no  longer. 

"  I  think,"  Kendricks  said  dryly, «  that  you  had  better 
see  who  is  there." 

The  door  was  already  opened.  Julien  seemed  sud- 
denly transformed  into  a  graven  image.  He  said  noth- 
ing, merely  gazing  at  the  woman  who  walked  calmly 
past  him  into  the  room.  Kendricks,  who  also  recognized 
her,  withdrew  his  pipe  from  his  mouth.  This  was  a 
situation  indeed!  The  woman,  with  her  hands  inside 
her  muff,  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  the  two  men. 

"Am  I  interrupting  a  very  iriportant  interview?" 
she  asked  calmly.  "  If  not,  perhaps  you  could  spare 
me  five  minutes  of  your  time.  Sir  Julien?  " 

Kendricks  recovered  himself  at  once. 

"  I  '11  wait  for  you  downstairs,  Julien,"  he  declared. 

He  caught  up  his  hat  and  departed,  closing  the  door 
after  him.    Julien  was  still  motionless. 

"Well?"  she  began. 

He  drew  a  little  breath.  He  was  beginning  to  regain 
his  self-possession. 
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"My  dear  Mrs.  Carraby,"  he  said,  "with  your  won- 
derful knowledge  of  the  world  and  its  ways,  will  you 
permit  me  to  point  out  that  your  presence  here  is  a 
little  embarrassing  to  me  and  might,  under  certain 
circumstances,  be  a  good  deal  more  embarrassing  to 

Mrs.  Carraby  smiled.  She  stood  where  the  sun- 
light touched  her  brown  hair  and  her  quiet,  pale  face. 
She  was  one  of  those  women  who  are  nevei  afraid  of 
the  light.  Her  face  was  of  that  strange,  self-contained 
nature,  colorless,  apparently,  yet  capable  of  strange 
and  rapid  changes.  Just  now  the  last  glow  of  sunlight 
seemed  to  have  found  a  skein  of  gold  in  her  hair,  a 
queer  gleam  of  light  in  her  eyes.  She  stood  there 
looking  at  the  man  whom  she  had  come  to  visit. 

"Julien,"  she  said,  «I  wanted  a  few  words  with 
you.'* 

It  was  impossible  for  him  to  remain  altogether  un- 
moved. Whatever  else  might  be  the  truth,  she  had 
risked  most  of  the  things  that  were  dear  to  her  in  life 
by  this  visit. 

"Mrs.  Carraby,"  he  declared,  "I  am  entirely  at 
your  service.  If  you  think  that  any  useful  purpose 
can  be  served  by  words  between  you  and  me,  I  would 
only  point  out,  for  your  own  sake,  that  your  visit  is, 
to  say  the  least  of  it,  unwise.  These  are  bachelor 
chambers." 

"You  know  very  well,"  she  replied  calmly,  "that 
it  was  my  only  chance  of  speaking  with  you.  If  I 
had  sent  for  you,  you  would  not  have  come.  If  I  had 
spoken  to  you  in  the  street,  you  would  have  passed 
me  by  -  quite  rightly.  This  was  my  only  chance, 
inat  is  why  I  have  come  to  you." 
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"If  you  think  it  worth  the  risk,"  he  remarked 
gravely,  "  pray  continue." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders  very  slightly. 

"  Who  can  tell  what  is  worth  the  risk?  " 

**  You  have  at  least  excited  my  curiosity,"  he  ad- 
mitted, leapTn^  t  i-tllo  towards  her.  "  I  cannot  conceive 
what  it  is  t  lut  you  want  xj  say  to  me." 

She  liftt  1  her  eyes  to  his,  and  though  there  was 
nothing  imiij-u.^I  'bout  them  —  there  were  few  people, 
indeed,  who  could  tell  you  what  color  they  were  —  men 
seldom  forgot  it  when  Mrs.  Carraby  looked  at  them 
steadily. 

"  I  do  not  know,  myself,"  she  said.  "  I  do  not  know 
why  I  have  come." 

Julien  laughed  unnaturally. 

"  Pray  be  seated,"  he  begged.  "  Would  you  like  to 
examine  my  curios  or  my  photographs.'*  I  must  apolo- 
gize for  the  condition  of  my  room.  You  see,  you  hap- 
pen to  be  the  first  woman  who  has  ever  crossed  its 
threshold." 

"  That,"  she  remarked,  "  rather  interests  me.  Still, 
it  is  only  what  I  should  have  expected.  No,  I  do  not 
think  that  I  will  sit  down.  I  am  trying  to  ask  myself 
exactly  why  I  have  come." 

"  If  you  can  answer  that  question,"  Julien  said 
grimly,  "  you  will  appease  a  very  natural  curiosity 
on  ray  part.     It  is  not  like  you." 

"  Quite  true,"  she  assented.  "  It  is  not  like  me. 
I  have  run  a  great  risk  in  coming  here  and  it  is  not 
my  metier  to  rim  risks.  And  now  that  I  am  here  I 
do  not  know  why  I  have  come.  This  has  been  an 
impulse  and  this  is  an  hour  outside  my  life.  I  am 
trying  to  understand  it.    Come  here,  Julien." 
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He  came  unwillingly  to  her  side.     She  held  out  her 
hand,  but  he  shook  his  head. 

"Mabel,"  he  said,  "you  and  I  do  not  need  to  mince 
words.  To-night  I  am  celebrating  the  ruin  of  mv 
career.  I  am  leaving  England  within  a  few  hours. 
I  have  you  to  thank  for  what  has  happened.  Yet  you 
come  to  me,  you  hold  out  your  hand.  You  must  for- 
give me  —  I  am  afraid  I  am  dull." 

"No,"  she  replied,  "you  are  not  dull.  Your  feel- 
ings towards  me  are  obvious  and  very  natural.  Mine 
towards  you  I  am  not  so  sure  of.  It  is  not  because 
I  did  not  understand  you  that  I  came  here  to-night. 
It  IS  because  I  did  not  understand  myself.     May  I  go 

«  !J^y  not?  "  he  answered.     "  I  am  at  your  service." 

*•      vTt,      ^^^^  °^  ""^  boarding-school,"  she  con- 
tinued,     I  have  known  only  one  Mabel.     In  her  eirl- 
hood  she  had  aU  that  she  could  get  out  of  life  and 
turned  everything  she  could  to  her  own  ends.    A  mar- 
riage was  arranged  for  her  — you  see,  I  was  half  a 
Jewess  and  my  husband  was  half  a  Jew,  and  things 
are  done  like  that  with  us.     The  marriage  opened  the 
door  to  a  fresh  set  of  ambitions.     For  the  last  few 
years  I  have  trodden  a  well-worn  path.     It  was  I  who 
advised  my  husband  to  refuse  a  baronetcy.     It  was  I 
who  won  his  first  election.     I  see  that  my  photographs 
are  m  all  the  illustrated  papers,  that  his  speeches  are 
properly  recorded,  that  my  visiting  list  moves  within 
the  comet  limits.     These  things  have  spelt  life.     To 
the  fulfillment  of  my  husband's  ambitions  there  was  one 
obstacle.    That  obstacle  was  you.     In  life  one  schemes. 
It  was  my  husband's  wish  that  I  should  make  myself 
agreeable  to  you,  even  to  the  extent  of  a  flirtation  " 
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She  raised  her  eyes. 

♦♦  Your  obedience  to  your  husband  is  most  touching," 
he  said. 

"  It  is  true,  I  suppose,"  she  went  on,  "  that  we  have 
flirted.  I  looked  upon  it  as  the  means  to  an  end. 
The  end  came.  I  played  my  cards  quite  ruthlessly,  I 
gathered  in  the  reward.  I  got  your  letter,  I  handed  it 
to  my  husband.  Your  career  was  finished,  my  hus- 
band's begun." 

"This  is  most  interesting,"  Julien  muttered. 

"  Is  it?  "  she  answered.  "  I  suppose  it  should  have 
been  an  hour  of  triumph  with  me.  It  simply  isn't. 
I  have  come  to  a  place  in  my  life  which  I  don't  under- 
stand. When  I  told  myself  that  it  was  over,  that  I  had 
flirted  with  you,  that  I  had  won  your  friendship  and 
your  confidence,  betrayed  you,  ruined  you  for  a  peerage 
and  that  my  husband  should  take  oflice,  I  should  surely 
have  been  satisfied!  It  was  for  that  I  had  worked. 
I  gave  my  husband  the  letter  and  I  watched  him  walk 
off  in  triumph.  Since  then  I  have  not  been  myself. 
I  have  come  to  you,  Julien,  to  ask  if  there  is  no  other 
end  post  -»  this  ?  " 

Once  n  le  raised  her  eyes.     Julien  came  a  step 

nearer  to  tier.  They  were  standing  now  face  to  face. 
"All  of  a  sudden,"  she  murmured,  "I  looked  back 
and  I  saw  the  way  I  have  lived  and  the  way  I  am  living 
and  the  life  that  spreads  itself  out  before  me.  I  saw 
myself  a  peeress,  I  saw  myself  receiving  my  husband's 
guests,  I  saw  the  gratification  of  all  those  ambitions 
which  have  P2med  to  me  so  wonderful.  And  I  locked 
the  door  and  I  shrieked  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  there 
was  a  new  thi-g  and  a  new  thought  in  my  life.  I  have 
done  you  a  hideous  wrong,  Julien.     There  is  only  one 
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way  I  can  set  it  right.  There  is  only  one  moment  in 
which  it  can  be  done,  and  that  moment  is  now.  To- 
morrow I  shall  be  back  again.  For  this  one  hour  I  see 
the  truth.  I  am  a  very  rich  woman,  Julien.  My  hus- 
band's future,  indeed,  is  largely  bound  up  with  my 
wealth.  Remember  that  in  all  I  have  done  I  have  been 
his  agent.  He  hates  you,  has  hated  you  from  the  first 
because  you  were  a  gentleman  and  he  never  was.  This 
is  my  one  moment  of  madness  in  a  perfectly  well-ordered 
life." 

One  of  her  hands  stole  from  her  muff,  stole  out  half- 
hesitatingly  towards  him.  Julien  took  it  in  his  and 
raised  it  to  his  lips.    Then  he  looked  her  in  the  eyes. 

"  Dear  Mabel,"  he  said,  «  you  are  forgiven.  I  under- 
stand perfectly  the  reasons  for  your  coming.  Go  back 
to  your  husband,  wear  your  coronet  and  receive  his 
guests  with  a  free  conscience.     I  forgive  you." 

Her  hand  slipped  back  into  her  muff.  She  began  to 
f  remble  a  little. 

"  As  for  me,"  he  went  on,  « I  played  the  fool  and  I 
pay  willingly.  J  was  engaged  to  marry  a  very  charm- 
ing girl  who  believed  in  me  and  whom  I  cared  for  as 
much  as  it  was  possible  for  me  to  care  for  anything 
outsidfi  my  career.  I  flirted  with  you  because  it  was 
a  piquant  thing  to  do.  You  were  a  woman  whom  other 
men  found  difficult,  you  were  the  wife  of  a  man  whom 
I  despised  and  who  was  trying  all  the  time  to  under- 
mine my  position.  I  sacrificed  my  self-respect  every 
time  I  crossed  your  threshold.  To-day  I  pay.  I  am 
willing.  As  for  you,  Mabel,  your  visit  here  shall  square 
things  between  us.  I  wish  you  the  best  of  luck.  You 
must  let  me  rii.g  for  my  servant.  He  wiU  find  you  a 
taxicab." 
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He  moved  toward  the  bell.  Mrs.  Carraby,  with  her 
hands  inside  her  muff,  stood  exactly  as  though  she 
were  part  of  the  furniture  of  the  room.  With 
his  finger  upon  the  ivory  disc,  he  hesitated.  She 
was  not  looking  towards  him  and  her  eyes  were  half 
closed. 

"  Perhaps,"  he  suggested,  "  you  would  rather  find 
your  way  out  alone?  I  will  not  offer  my  escort,  for 
obvious  reasons." 

She  turned  slowly  round. 

"  Do  not  ring,"  she  ordered  sharply.    "  Come  here." 

He  came  at  once  towards  her.  She  took  both  his 
hands  in  hers,  she  leaned  towards  him.  She  was  a  tall 
woman  and  they  were  very  nearly  the  same  height. 

"  Julien,"  she  whispered,  "  is  this  all  that  you  have 
to  say  to  me?  " 

"  It  is  more,"  Julien  replied  frankly,  "  than  I  ex- 
pected ever  to  have  to  say  to  you  again  in  this  world. 
What  do  you  expect?  You  don  t  think  that  I  ,  jti  the 
kind  of  man  to  —  but  that  is  absurd !  Come.  We  '11 
part  friends,  if  you  like.    Here  's  my  hand." 

"  We  must  part,  then  ?  "  she  said. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Unless  a  walking  tour  in  Normandy  for  a  month 
appeals  to  you.  You  see,  I  am  going  to  take  a  holiday, 
and  I  have  a  fancy  that  our  ideas  on  the  subject  of 
holidays  might  not  exactly  agree." 

"  A  holiday,"  she  repeated.  "  I  am  not  sure  —  do 
you  know,  Julien,  I  sometimes  believe  that  I  have  never 
had  a  holiday  in  my  life?" 

He  looked  at  her  doubtingly. 

"  After  all,"  she  continued,  "  can't  you  see  that  I 
have  come  here  to  ask  you  one  question?     You  are 
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different  from  the  people  I  have  known  intimately  and 
the  people  with  whom  I  have  been  brought  up,  different 
from  my  husband.  You  know  what  my  life  has  been. 
I  have  told  you  just  now  that  the  great  doubt  has  come 
to  me  withm  the  last  few  days.  Won't  you  tell  me 
what  I  want  to  know?  Is  there  anything  better,  any- 
thing greater,  anything  more  wonderful  in  life  than 
these  thmgs  which  I  have  known,  these  ambitions,  this 
social  struggle?  Tell  me,  Julien,  is  there  anything  else? 
Can  you  tell  me  how  and  where  to  find  it?  » 

Once  more  her  fingers  had  crept  out  of  her  muff. 
Her  hands  were  upon  his  shoulders,  she  seemed  to  be 
drawmg  him  to  her.  Julien  kissed  her  lightly  on  the 
forehead. 

"For  you,  my  dear  Mabel,"  he  decided,  «I  should 
say  that  there  was  nothing  better.  A  leopard  cannot 
change  Its  spots.  The  life  into  which  you  have  been 
brought  and  for  which  you  have  qualified  so  admirably, 
IS  the  only  life  which  would  suit  you.  If  you  fancy 
sometimes  in  your  dreams,  or  in  your  waking  hours, 
that  you  hear  cries  and  calls  from  another  country, 
don  t  listen  to  them.  You  would  never  be  happy  out- 
side the  world  you  know  of.  You  see,  one  who  has 
made  such  a  failure  of  life  himself  is  yet  well  able  to 
advise.     Forgive  me." 

The  telephone  on  his  writing  table  was  ringing.  He 
turned  aside  to  answer  it.  It  was  a  question  regarding 
the  whereabouts  of  some  papers  at  the  office  and  it  took 
him  a  few  minutes  to  explain.  When  he  set  the  receiver 
back  and  turned  around,  he  was  alone.  There  was 
nothing  to  remind  him  of  her  visit  but  a  bunch  of 
violets  which  seemed  to  have  fallen  from  her  muff,  and 
the  famt  perfume  from  them.    He  took  them  up,  smelt 
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them  for  a  moment,  and  flung  them  lightly  into  the 
hearth.    Then  he  touched  his  bell. 

"My  hat,  stick  and  gloves,  Richards,"  he  ordered. 
"  Bring  my  things  to  Charing-Cross  at  half-past  eight. 
Have  them  registered  only  to  Boulogne.  You  under- 
stand? " 

"  Perfectly,  sir,"  the  man  replied. 

Julien  glanced  once  more  around  his  sitting-room. 
The  little  bunch  of  violets  was  smouldering  upon  the 
hearth.     In  a  sense  they  seemed  to  him  symbolical. 

"Kendricks  is  right,"  he  muttered.  "It  is  the 
women  who  play  the  devil  with  our  lives ! " 
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CHAPTER   V 

A    SENTIMENTAL   EPISODE 

Kendricks  was  waiting  below  in  fJ,«  fo^-    u   i       . 
back  in  the  comer  with  hi  fe^unnofV  '•'"''"'"« 

and  smoking  his  ver/ dll^^tre    *  1°"^^^^ 
of  serene  content.  ^  ^        '^  *"  *^' 

thiv' jX^eZ^r""  '•"' ""'  ■■'"■'  «■' "-» «"» 

h.'l.Td"'.  YoT  "7  '"i  *"  '  """*  P»y.  David," 
o^p."     ^°"  •">"'»■»■»•'. -ill  you?    We've  plenty 

"Mind?      Of    course    not,"    Kendricks    answerod 

with  1*  rr"  -"'  '"  "-'  ""''•    "  D"  "'«"   "up  ease 
with  mc,  only  leave  an  hour  or  an  hour  and  a  haHfor 

d,nner.     I  am  the  best-tempered  person  in  the  worW 
Tours"?  "'  ""  •""  """'"^'  -*"  "'y  regular  me!^ 

"tWtl'   '""».'  "'"°  '""'^"  <^''""  J-l'en  explained, 
that  I  want  to  pay.     I  Ve  told  the  man  where  to  go  " 

Kendncks  nodded  silently.     He  knew  all  about  that 
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little  call,  but  if  he  felt  any  sympathy  he  was  careful 
not  to  show  it.  They  drew  up  in  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore a  large  and  solemn-looking  house  at  the  comer 
of  Hamilton  Place. 

"Don't  hurry,"  Kendricks  advised,  stretching  him- 
self out  once  more  in  the  cab.  "  I  '11  smoke  another 
pipe  and  thank  heaven  we  are  not  in  New  York !  You 
wait  an  hour  there  and  take  your  choice  of  paying  the 
fare  or  buying  the  taxicab !  " 

Julien  ascended  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell  at  the 
door  of  the  house.  It  was  immediately  opened  by  a 
manservant,  who  recognized  him  with  a  bow  and  a 
smile,  for  which,  somcliow  or  other,  he  felt  thankful. 

"Is  Lady  Anne  in,  Robert?"  he  inquired. 

The  man  stood  on  one  side. 

"  Please  to  walk  in.  Sir  Julien,"  he  invited.  "  Lady 
Anne  is  with  some  young  people  in  the  drawing-room. 
Will  you  go  in  there  to  them,  or  would  you  prefer 
that  I  announce  you?  "  ' 

"Is  there  any  one  in  the  waiting-room?"  Julien 
asked. 

"  No  one  at  present,  sir." 

"Let  P'  go  in  there,  then.  I  want  to  speak  to 
Lady  Anne  alone  for  a  moment.  You  might  let  her 
know  that  I  am  here." 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

Julien  walked  restlessly  up  and  down  the  small,  un- 
comfortable apartment,  the  room  which  he  had  always 
hated.  There  were  illustrated  papers  arranged  in  a 
row  upon  a  leather-topped  table,  two  stiff  horsehair 
easychairs,  and  various  views  of  Clonarty,  the  country 
seat  of  the  Duke  of  Clonarty,  around  the  walls.  Pres- 
ently he  heard  the  laughter  in  the  drawing-room  cease. 
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There  was  a  short  silonce,  then  the  sound  of  footsteps 
across  the  hall  and  the  abrupt  opening  of  the  door 
of  the  room  m  which  he  was  waiting.  Julien  looked 
up  quickly.  It  was,  after  all,  what  he  had  expected! 
A  somewhat  yivacious-looking  little  lady  in  a  muslin 
gown  and  elaborate  hat  held  out  both  her  hands  to 
him.  In  the  darkened  light  of  the  room  she  might 
yery  well  have  passed  for  a  younger  and  less  serious 
edition  of  her  own  daughter. 

"My  dear  Julien!"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  which 
was  manifestly  sympathetic.  "This  is  terrible  news 
we  are  hearing  about  you.  But  what  an  odd  time 
you  have  chosen  to  come  and  tell  us  all  about  it"  " 

I  have  not  come  to  tell  you  all  about  it.  Duchess," 
Juhen  assured  her.  « The  newspapers  will  tell  you 
everything  that  is  worth  knowing.  They  are  so  much 
1  etter  informed." 

•ectS^^   ne^spaP*"   sometimes   exaggerate,"   she   ob- 

«In  my  case,"  he  replied,  «I  do  not  think  that 
exaggeration  is  possible.  Everything  has  happened  to 
me  that  could  possibly  happen  to  any  one  Tmy  un" 
fortunate  position."  ^ 

"You  mean  that  these  stories  are  all  true,  then?" 

I  oulTT  T  °^  *^T-    ^  '"^"^  ^°"'*  «"PP°««  that 

I  ought  to  show  my  face  here  at  all.  I  have  simply 
come  to  say  good-bye.  There  is  just  a  single  word  that 
I  want  to  say  to  Anne." 

"Tell  me,  Julien,"  she  demanded,  "you  really  did 
write  that  letter  to  Mrs.  Carraby?  "  ^ 

« I  did."  ^ 

"  And  she  gave  it  to  her  husband?  " 
"  Yes ! " 
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For  once  the  Duchess  was  perfectly  and  delightfully 
natural. 

"  That  woman,"  she  declared,  "  is  a  detestable  cat ! 
Mind,  Julien,"  she  added,  **  I  don't  mean  by  that  that 
you  were  not  hideously  and  entirely  to  blame.  I  can't 
feel  that  you  deserve  a  single  grain  of  sympathy.  All 
the  same,  a  woman  who  can  do  a  thing  like  that  should 
not  be  tolerated." 

Julien  smiled  grimly.  He  was  perfectly  well  aware 
that  at  that  moment  Mrs.  Carraby  was  passing  from 
the  list  of  the  Duchess's  acquaintances.  It  was  all 
so  inconsequent. 

*'  Can  I  have  that  one  word  with  Anne?  "  he  begged. 

The  Duchess  looked  doubtful. 

"Why?" 

"  I  am  going  abroad  to-night.  I  should  like  to  say 
good-bye  to  her.'* 

"Isn't  it  a  little  foolish?"  she  asked.  "I  don't 
mean  your  going  abroad  —  that,  I  suppose,  is  almost 
necessary  —  but  why  do  you  want  to  see  Anne?  I  can 
give  her  all  the  proper  messages." 

Julien  laughed  bitterly. 

**  There  are  some  things,"  he  said,  "  which  can 
scarcely  be  altogether  ignored.  It  may  have  escaped 
your  memory  that  Anne  was  to  have  been  my  wife." 

"  Not  at  all,"  the  Duchess  replied.  "  The  only  thing 
I  do  not  imderstand  is  why,  as  any  such  arrangement 
is  of  course  now  ridiculous,  you  should  want  to  see  her 
again.     What  can  you  possibly  have  to  say  to  her?  " 

"  An  affair  of  sentiment,"  he  explained.  "  I  have 
a  fancy  to  say  good-bye." 

The  Duchess  shook  her  head. 

"  Those  sort  of  things  don't  belong  to  us,"  she  de- 
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clared.     «  You  ought  to  know  better,  my  dear  Julien. 
I  can  wje  no  po«.ble  object  in  it.    I  will  give  her  any 
message  you  like,  and  «o  far  a,  she  h  concerned  I  can 
a«ure  you  that  -he  has  not  the  slightest  ill-feeling 
She  IS  really  quite  angelic  about  it." 

"Duchess,"  Julien  said  steadily,  «  J  came  here  ex- 
peetmg  that  these  would  be  your  views.  You  are  Annel 
mother  and  of  course  you  are  in  authority,  but  when 
two  people  of  our  age  are  engaged  to  marry  one  an- 
other, they  pass  just  a  little  beyond  the  sphere  of 
their  parents'  mfluence.  Anne  and  I  have  been  in  that 
position.  Don't  think  for  a  moment  that  I  wish  to 
dispute  your  authority  when  I  say  that  I  intend  to 
see  her  before  I  leave." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

«  Ah!  my  dear  Julien,"  she  murmured,  « if  you  had 
only  been  as  firm  with  that  foolish  woman.     Still,  if 

w!nf  rV'!i^  ^  '"'^"P  ^°"''  "'•"^'  I  ""^  «"'«  I  don't 
want  to  be  disagreeable.  Perhaps  it  would  be  iust  as 
well  to  get  the  thing  over."  ^ 

She  touched  the  bell. 

sei^alit    ^''^^  "^""^  *°  '*'P  *^''  ^^^"  '^^  *°^<*  t^^ 
The  man  withdrew  and  the  door  was  closed  again. 

her  leave  °°  "'*"'  °^  *""'"«  ^^°"*  *°  ^^'^^ 

"  This   matter  has   already,  I   presume,   been   fully 

discussed  between  you  and  Anne?"  Julien   remarked 
It  will  not  be  necessary  for  you  even  to  give  her  a 

parting  word  of  advice?" 

"  You  anjusing  person !  "  she  laughed.     «  There  are 

lo  rell  you  the  truth,  Julien,  although  I  always  liked 
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you,  as  you  know,  I  hated  your  engagement  to  Anne. 
You  were  a  very  charming  young  man  to  have  about  the 
house  and  I  was  always  pleased  to  sec  my  girlit  flirt 
with  you,  but  as  a  son-in-law  I  ranked  you  from  the 
first  amongst  the  undesirables.  Your  income,  so  far  as 
I  know,  is  a  little  less  than  nothing  at  all,  and  politics, 
as  you  are  discovering  to-day,  are  a  precarious  form 
of  livelihood.  Anne  has  n't  a  copper  and  never  will 
have.  She  ought  to  marry  a  rich  man,  and  I  intend 
now  that  she  shall.  Here  she  is.  Now  do  get  this 
stupid  affair  over  quickly." 

The  door  was  opened  and  Lady  Anne  came  in.  She 
was  taller  than  her  mother,  of  more  serious  aspect,  and 
her  hair  was  a  shade  darker.  There  was  something  of 
the  same  expression  about  the  eyes.  She  came  straight 
over  to  Julien  and  gave  him  both  her  hands. 

"  My  dear  Julien,"  she  exclaimed,  "  this  is  shocking ! 
Run  away,  if  you  please,  mother.  I  must  see  Julien 
for  a  moment  alone." 

The  Duchess  left  the  room.  They  both  waited  until 
the  door  was  closed.     Then  she  turned  and  faced  liim. 

"  I  suppose  it 's  all  true?  "  she  asked. 

"  Every  word  of  it,  Anne,"  he  answered.  "  Please 
don't  misunderstand  the  reason  of  my  coming.  I  am 
absolutely  a  ruined  man  and  I  absolutely  deserve  every- 
thing that  has  come  to  me.  But  there  was  one  thing 
I  wanted  to  say  to  you  before  I  went." 

"  There  was  also  one  thing,"  she  remarked,  looking 
at  him  intently,  "  which  I  intended  to  ask  you,  provided 
you  gave  me  the  opportunity." 

"  It  is  about  Mrs.  Carraby,"  he  said  firmly. 

"  So  was  my  question,"  she  murmured. 

"  The  friendship  between  Mrs.  Carraby  and  myself," 
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Julien  continued,  «  has  been  patent  to  every  one  for  a 

great  many  years.     I  knew  her  long  before  I  did  you. 

Tf  «  *^r'J"  ^act,  when  we  were  little  more  than  children. 

It  finished -to-day.     There  is  only  one  thing  I  want 

to  say  to  you  about  it,  and  that  is  this.    Our  friendship 

was  of  that  sort  which  is  fairly  well  recognized  and 

even  approved  of  by  the  world  in  which  we  live.     It 

contained,  of  course,  certain  elements  of  flirtation  — I 

am  not  denying  that.     There  was  never  at  any  time, 

however,  anythmg  in  that  friendship  which  made  it  an 

error  even  of  taste  on  my  par',  to  ask  you  to  become 

my  wife." 

She  took  his  face  between  her  hands  and  deliberately 
kissed  him.  -^ 

"That's  just  what  I  wanted  to  know,  Julien,"  .1,^ 
declared.  "Now  shake  hands,  be  off,  and  do  the  best 
you  can  for  yourself.     I  wish  you  the  best  of  luck,  the 

iwt  Ttr*    ^^"' ''  *"  ""'  "*"  '^^  *°  °"^  '^"t^"' 

I*  Quite  all,"  he  admitted. 

"You  are  a  dear,  good  feUow,"  she  went  on,  "and 
I  have  been  quite  fond  of  you,  although  I  think  that 
I  bored  you  now  and  then.  I  should  have  made  you 
an  excellent  wife,  perhaps  a  better  one  than  I  shall 
the  next  man  who  comes  along.  Don't  stay  any  longer, 
there  s  a  dear,  because  although  I  never  pretended  to 
have  much  heart,  this  sort  of  thing  does  upset  one,  you 
know  and  I  want  to  look  my  best  to-night.  Write  me 
sometimes,  if  you  will.  I  'd  love  to  hear  that  you  'd 
found  some  interest  in  life  to  help  you  gather  up  the 
threads.    And  here  —  this  is  for  luck.'* 

She  took  a  little  turquoise  pin  from  her  waistband 
and  stuck  It  m  his  black  tie.     Then,  before  he  could 
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stop  her,  she  touched  the  bell  with  one  hand  and  gave 
him  the  other. 

"Please  kiss  my  fingers,  Julien,  and  tell  me  I've 
behaved  nicelj." 

He  looked  steadily  into  her  eyes  and  then  away  out 
of  the  window,  across  the  square.  It  was  such  a 
natural  ending,  this.  It  was  foolish  that  his  heart 
should  shake,  even  for  a  second.  And  yet  there  had 
been  one  occasion  —  at  Clonarty  —  when  she  had  lain 
very  close  to  him  in  his  arms,  and  the  moonlight  had 
been  falling  through  the  pine  trees  in  little  dappled 
places  aroimd  them,  and  the  wind  had  been  making 
faint  music  among  the  swinging  boughs  —  for  these  few 
moments,  at  any  rate,  the  other  things  had  shone  in  her 
face.  Were  they  illusions  really,  those  moments  of 
agitation,  he  wondered  —  simply  one  long,  sensuous 
period  passing  like  breath  from  a  looking-glass  and 
leaving  nothing  behind?  He  looked  into  her  face. 
There  was  no  sign  there.  Then  he  dropped  the  fingers 
which  he  had  been  holding.     Women  were  wonderful! 

"  Do  write,"  she  begged,  as  she  walked  into  the  hall 
with  him.  "  Dear  me,  what  a  strange-looking  person 
you  have  with  you  in  the  taxicab !  *' 

"  He  is  a  friend,"  Julien  said  quietly,  "  a  journalist. 
I  might  say  the  same  of  the  young  man  who  is  watching 
us  from  the  drawing-room,  Anne!    Who  is  he?" 

She  made  a  little  face  at  him  and  whispered  in  his 
ear. 

"  Semitic,  as  you  see,  and  positively  appalling.  He 
is  entirely  mother's  choice.  He  arrived  ten  minutes  after 
the  evening  papers  were  out,  but  somehow  or  other  I 
don't  fancy  that  we  shall  make  anything  of  him.  It 's 
young  Harbord,  you  know." 
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Julien  made  his  effort.  He  touched  her  fingers  once 
more  in  conventional  fashion.  He  leaned  towards  her 
earnestly. 

"Mj  dear  Anne,"  he  said,  "that  young  man  has 
an  mcome  of  at  least  a  hundred   thousand  a  year 
Have  you  ever  considered  what  a  wonderful  thing  it 
18  to  possess  an  income  like  that?    You  could  surround 
yourself  with  it  like  a  halo.    You  could  eat  it,  wear  it, 
and  breathe  it  every  second  of  your  life.     You  could 
even  use  it  as  a  means  of  escaping  as  often  as  possible 
from  the  somewhat  inevitable  but  highly  objectionable 
adjimct  who  seems  now  to  be  peering  at  us  through 
the  door     Be  a  wise  girl,  Anne.    An  income  like  that 
doesn  t  depend  upon  discretions  or  indiscretions.     Be- 
sides, as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  really  do  not  think  that 
that  young  man  knows  what   it  is   to  be  indiscreet. 
Kemember,  I  am  quite  serious.     A  hundred  thousand 
a  year  should  lift  any  man  beyond  the  pale  of  criticism  " 

Yes !  "  the  girl  replied,  looking  at  him  as  he  walked 
down  the  steps.    " I  shall  remember.    Good-bye!" 

"We  are  getting  on,"  Julien  declared  lightly,  as  \e 
took  his  place  in  the  taxicab.  «  Really,  it  is  astonishing 
how  much  a  man  can  get  through  in  a  day  if  he  sets 
his  mind  to  it.  Is  there  any  place  where  we  could 
get  a  dnnk,  do  you  think,  Kendricks?  I  have  just 
passed  through  a  trying  and  affecting  interview.  I  have 
said  farewell  to  the  lady  who  was  to  have  been  my 
wife.     That  sort  of  thing  upsets  one." 

•!1^°'!.^']*'  ^'^^aving,  my  dear  Julien,"  Kendricks  ad- 
mitted, like  a  man  of  sense.  In  a  moment  or  two  we 
shall  pass  Vary's,  on  our  way  to  the  restaurant  where 
I  am  gomg  to  entertain  you  at  dinner.    It  will  probably 
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be  such  a  dinner  as  you  have  never  eaten  before  in 
your  life!  You  will  not  need  an  aperitif.  1  am  not 
sure,  indeed,  that  it  is  not  tempting  providence  and  in- 
viting indigestion  to  offer  you  a  mixed  vermouth  here. 
However,  come  along.  One  experience  more  or  less  in 
such  a  day  will  not  disturb  you." 

They  entered  the  cafe  and  sat  down  at  a  small, 
marble-topped  table.  Julien  lit  a  cigarette  and  Ken- 
dricks  affected  not  to  notice  that  the  hand  which  held 
the  match  was  shaking.  A  crowd  of  people,  mostly 
foreigners,  were  sitting  about  the  place.  Julien,  as 
he  sipped  his  vermouth,  noticed  a  familiar  face  nearly 
opposite  him  —  a  young,  somewhat  sandy-complexioned 
man,  quietly  dressed,  insignificant,  and  yet  with  some 
sort  of  personality. 

"I  wonder  who  that  fellow  is?"  he  remarked.  "I 
seem  to  know  his  face." 

Kendricks  looked  incuriously  across   the   room. 

"  One  knows  every  one  by  sight  in  London,"  he  said. 
"The  fellow  is  probably  a  clerk  in  some  office  where 
you  have  been,  or  a  salesman  behind  the  counter  at  one 
of  the  shops  you  patronize.  It 's  odd  sometimes  how 
a  face  will  pursue  you  like  that.  That 's  a  pretty  little 
girl  with  whom  he  's  shaking  hands." 

Julien  watched  the  two  idly  for  a  moment.  The 
man  had  risen  to  greet  his  newly-arrived  companion, 
who  was  chattering  to  him  in  fluent  French.  All  the 
time  Julien  was  aware  that  now  and  then  the  former's 
eyes  strayed  over  towards  him.  It  was  odd  that,  not- 
withstanding his  somewhat  disturbed  state  of  mind,  he 
was  conscious  of  a  distinct  curiosity  as  to  this  young 
man's  identity. 

"  Come  along,"  Kendricks  suggested.     "  We  sha'n't 
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pt  a  table  at  aU  at  the  place  where  I  am  going  to 

take  you  to  dine,  unless  we  are  punctual.** 

Thej    finished   their   vermouth    and   left   the   cafe 

Kendricks  knocked  out  the  ashes  from  his  pipe  and 

leaned  a  little  forward  in  the  taxicab. 

"We  go  now,'*  he  continued,  "into  a  foreign  land 
—  foreign,  at  least,  to  you,  my  young  Exquisite  —  the 
land  of  joumahsts,  of  foreigners,  of  hairdressers  and 
anarchists,  and  cutthroats  of  every  description.  Never- 
theless, we  shall  dine  well,  and  if  you  will  only  drink 
enough  of  the  chianti  which  I  shall  order,  I  can  promise 
you  a  nap  on  your  way  to  Dover.  You  look  as  though 
you  could  do  with  it.** 

Julien  suddenly  remembered  that  his  eyes  were  hot 
and  ahnost  simultaneously  he  felt  the  weight  that  was' 
dragging  down  his  heart.     He  laughed  desperately 

T,n  V"-^**  ^°"'*  **'"''^'''  I^avJd,"  he  promised,  "and 
1  11  do  justice  to  your  chianti.  From  what  you  tell 
me  about  our  expedition,  I  should  imagine  that  we  are 
going  into  the  land  to  which  I  shall  soon  belong.'* 

"It's  a  wonderful  country,"  Kendricks  muttered, 
looking  out  of  the  window.  « It  may  not  be  flowing 
exactly  with  milk  and  honey,  but  its  sinews  are  supple 
and  Its  blood  is  red.  For  absolute  vitality,  I  'd  back 
the  CaU  I'Athenee  against  the  Carlton  any  day.  Here 
we  are.** 


CHAPTER   VI 
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The  Cafe  I'Athenee  was  in  a  narrow  back  street  and 
consisted  of  a  ground  floor  apartment  of  moderate  size, 
and  a  number  of  small  rooms,  most  of  which  were 
already  crowded  with  diners.  There  were  no  smooth- 
faced maitrea  d'hotel  to  conduct  new  arrivals  to  a  table, 
no  lift  to  the  upper  rooms,  no  palm-lined  stairways, 
or  any  of  the  modem  appurtenances  of  restaurant  life. 
Kendricks,  taking  the  lead  as  an  habitue,  pushed  his 
way  up  to  the  first  floor,  pushed  his  way  past  the 
hurrying  and  perspiring  waiters,  who  did  not  even 
stop  to  answer  questions,  and  finally  pounced  upon  a 
table  which  was  just  being  vacated  by  three  other 
people.  The  two  men  sat  down  before  the  debris  and 
waited  patiently  for  its  removal. 

"Don't  turn  your  nose  up  yet,"  Kendricks  begged. 
"  Wait  till  you  *ve  tasted  the  spaghetti.  And  don't 
look  at  the  tablecloth  as  though  it  would  bite  you. 
They  '11  put  a  clenn  napkin  over  it  directly  and  you  '11 
forget  all  about  those  stains.  This  is  where  one  takes 
off  the  kid  gloves  and  deals  with  the  realities  of  eating 
and  drinkinp  I  am  inclined  to  think  sometimes,  Julien, 
as  a  humble  admirer  from  a  long  way  off,  that  you  'v6 
worn  those  kid  gloves  a  little  too  long." 
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jtUl  smoking  his  p,pe  and  he  was  evidently  in  earnest 
It  was  obmus.  too,  that  he  had  more  to  say. 
w«,f  ^^°°^.'".^^   continued,   loudly   summoning  a 

waiter  and  pomtmg  to  the  table  before  them,  "you 

I  thmk  that  hfe  has  been  made  a  trifle  too  easy'^f"; 
nil,  J°  T         "  ^'^^'^  ""''^  ^°  "«^«  effort  into  the 

waistcoat  off  and  try  a  rough-and-tumble  struggle  with 
bfe.  No  man  is  the  worse  for  it.  Prosperity  and 
smooUi-traveling  along  the  easy  ways,  even  though  they 

ZZ^^^r  ^\'^irr^  °f  brainwork,  lead  to  a  cer 
tam  flabbiness  m  hfe,  lead  to  many  moments  when  you 
have  to  stop  and  ask  whether  things  are  worth  while, 
lead  sometimes,  I  think,  to  that  curious  neuroticism  from 
which  clever    successful  people  suffer  as   well  as   the 
butterflies   of  fashion.     You   are   up  against  it  now 
Juhen,  real  and  hard.     You  don't  feel  that  you  've  cot 
a  day  to  live  that  you  care  a  snap  of  the  fingers  about. 
You  look  at  what  you  think  are  the  pieces  of  your  life 
and  you  imagme  yourself  a  gaunt  spectator  of  what 
has  been,  gazing  down  at  them,  and  you've  quite  made 

Z/T:^".^  **^"*  ''  '^"'*  "  ^^*  ^'  good  Vying  to 
collect  the  fragments.  Such  d-d  nonsense,  Julien ' 
You  may  have  made  a  jolly  hash  of  things  as  a 
Cabinet  Minister,  but  that  isn't  any  reason  why  you 
sho^d  n  t  make  a  success  of  life  as  a  man.  Look  here, 
\;t.7  ^.  ^^^^^^  addressing  the  waiter,  « the  table 
d  bote  dinner  -  everything,  and  serve  it  hot.     Bring 

ThiantT'^  ""'^^   ""^   'P^e^"**''   ^°d   a   flask   of 

"  Si,  signor ! "  the  man  replied,  gazing  for  a  moment 
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in  wonder  at  this  shock-headed  individual  who  spoke 
his  own  language  so  perfectly. 

Kendricks  laid  down  the  n.enu  and  glanced  across 
the  table  at  Julian's  face  with  its  slightly  weary  smile. 

"  Of  course,  I  know  how  you  're  feeling  now,"  he 
went  on,  —  "  rotten !  —  so  would  any  one.     Try  and 
forget  it,  try  and  forget  yourself.     Look  about  you. 
What  do  these  people  do  for  a  living,  do  you  think? 
They  weren't  born  with  a  title.     There's  no  one  in 
this  room  who  went  to  Eton  and  Oxford,  played  cricket 
for  their  university,  and  lolled  their  way  into  life  as 
you  did.     Look  at  them  all.     The  thin  chap  in  the 
comer  is  a  barber,  got  a  small  shop  of  his  own  now.    I 
go  there  sometimes  for  a  shave.     He  lived  on  thirteen 
shillings  a  week  for  six  years,  while  he  saved  the  money 
to  start  for  himself.     It  was  touch  and  go  with  him 
afterwards.     ?n  three  months  he'd  nearly  lost  the  lot. 
He  'd  married  a  little  wife  who  stood  behind  the  counter 
and  had  worked  almost  as  hard  as  he,  but  somehow  or 
other  the  customers  wouldn't  come.     Then  she  had  a 
baby,  was  laid  up  for  a  time,  he  had  to  engage  some 
one  to  take  her  place,  and  at  that  time  he  had  about 
fifteen  shillings  left  in  the  world.     I  used  to  be  shaved 
there  every  day  then.     I  knew  all  about  it.     I  used 
to  hear  him,  when  be  thought  no  one  was  listening,  go 
and  call  a  cheerful  vord  up  the  stairs  — '  Shop  full  of 
customers ! '  '  Sold   another  bottle   of  hair   restorer ! » 
or  something  of  that  sort.     Then  some  one  lent  him  a 
fiver,  and,  by  Jove,  he  <  urned  the  comer !    He  's  doing 
well  now.     That 's  his  wife  —  the  plump  little  woman 
who's  straightening  his  tie.     They  come   here  every 
Wednesday  night  and  they  can  afford  it.     Yet  he  was 
up  against  it  badly  once,  Julien.     That 's  right,  look 
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at  him,  be  interested.     He  's  a  common-looking  little 

beast,  ,8  n't  he?  -  but  he  's  got  a  stout  heart." 

I  thmk."   Julien   said,   "that   I  could   guess   the 
name  of  the  man  who  lent  him  the  fiver." 

*   *!^°"l'*x'^  *  """«  '^  ^°"  couldn't,"  Kendricks  re- 
torted       It  '8  doing  that  sort  of  thing  that  helps  you 
to  smile  sometimes  when  the  knocks  come.     I  tell  you 
Juhen,  some  of  the  people  — these  small  shopkeepers, 
especially  -  do  have  the  devil  of  a  fight  to  get  their 
ounce  of  pleasure  out  of  life.     Nothing's  made  easy 
for  them.     They  don't  know  anything  about  that  bi^ 
west-end  world,  with  pleasures  tuned  up  to  the  latest 
pitch,  where  you  do  even  your  work  with  every  luxury 
at  hand  to  make  it  easy.     There  's  a  little  chap  there 
—  an  Italian.     See  him?    He  's  sitting  by  the  side  of 

/  !i.        Z°  ""'^^  ^^^  «'^y  *»^"d-     That  man's  his 
father.     They  both  landed  over  here  with  scarcely  a 
copper     The  young  fellow  worked  like  a  slave  — six- 
teen shillings  a  week  I  think  he  was  getting,  and  he 
kept  the  old  man  on  it.    Then  he  lost  his  job,  could  n't 
get  another.    The  old  man  had  to  go  to  the  workhouse, 
the  young  man  slept  on  the  Embankment,  ate  free  soup, 
picked  up  scraps,  lived  on  the  garbage  heap  of  life. 
He  pulled  himself  together,  though,  got  another  job, 
improved  it,  saved  a  few  shillings,  drove  up  in  a  cab 
and  took  the  old  man  out.     Look  at  them  now.     He's 
got  a  little  tailor's  shop  not  a  hundred  yards  from  here, 
and  somehow  or  other  one  or  two  people  on  the  stage 
-they  re  a  good-hearted  lot -have  taken  him  up. 
He  gets  lots  of  work  and  brings  the  old  man  here  now 
and  then  for  a  treat.    How  are  you,  Pietro?  "  he  called 
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The  young  man  grinned. 

"Too  many  orders  to  make  you  that  coat,  sir,"  he 
declared. 

Kendricks  smiled. 

"  No  one  can  deny  that  I  need  a  new  coat,"  he  said. 
"  I  told  Pietro  when  things  were  slack  that  he  could 
make  me  one,  but  he  gets  lots  of  orders  now.  See  the 
little  girl  in  the  comer?  She  's  going  out  —  no,  she  *8 
going  to  stay  here ;  they  *ve  found  her  room  at  that 
table.  I  suppose  you  'd  turn  your  nose  up  at  her  be- 
cause she  has  a  lot  too  much  powder  on  her  cheeks, 
and  you  don't  like  that  lace  collar  around  her  neck. 
It  is  n't  clean,  I  know,  and  the  make-up  on  her  face 
is  clumsy.  Must  be  uncomfortable,  too,  but  she 's  done 
her  best.  She  's  been  dancing  at  the  Hippodrome  this 
afternoon,  probably  rehearsing  afterwards.  She 's  got 
an  hour  now  before  she  goes  back  to  the  evening  per- 
formance. She  's  taking  the  eighteenpenny  dinner,  you 
see.  She'll  get  a  glass  of  chianti  free  with  it.  I  am 
in  luck  to-night.  I  can  tell  you  about  nearly  all  these 
people.  Her  name  is  Bessie  Hazell  —  Sarah  Ann  Jinks, 
very  likely,  but  that 's  what  she  calls  herself,  anyway. 
She  married  an  acrobat  two  years  ago  and  they  started 
doing  quite  well.  Then  he  got  a  cough,  had  to  give  up 
work,  the  doctors  all  shook  their  heads  at  him,  wanted 
to  tell  him  it  was  consumption.  Bless  you,  she  would  n't 
listen  to  it!  She  got  him  down  to  Bournemouth  some- 
how and  they  patched  him  up.  He  came  back  and 
started  again,  caught  cold,  and  had  another  bad  spell. 
Still,  she  wouldn't  have  it  that  there  was  anythmg 
serious  the  matter  with  him !  He  'd  be  all  right,  she 
said,  if  it  were  n't  for  the  climate,  and  every  night  she 
danced,  mind  —  danced  twice  a  day.    She  's  quite  clever. 
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they  say  —  might  have  done  well  if  she  'd  only  herself 
to  think  of  and  could  spare  a  little  of  her  money  for 
lessons.  Not  she!  She  sent  him  to  Davos,  paid  for 
It  somehow.  He 's  back  again  now.  He  can't  go  or 
the  stage,  but  he  's  got  a  light  job  somewhere.  I  don't 
know  that  he  .  earning  anything  particular.  They  've 
got  a  baby  to  keep,  but  they  do  it  all  right  between 
them.  She  is  n't  pleasant  to  look  at,  is  she?  What 's 
that  matter?    She  's  a  bit  of  real  life,  anyhow." 

"  Why  did  n't  you  bring  mo  here  before,  Kendricks?  " 
Julien  asked. 

The  man  leaned  back  and  laughed. 
„  "  ^^^  yourself  that  question,  not  me,"  he  replied. 

You  — Sir  Julien   Portel,  caricatured  as   the   best- 
dressed  man  in   the  House  of  Commons,  member  of 
the  most  fashionable  clubs,  brilliant  debater,  successful 
pohtician,  future  Prime  Minister,  and  all  that  sort  of 
twaddle.     You  were  living  too  far  up  in  the  clouds, 
my  friend,  to  come  down  here.    You  see,  I  am  not  offer- 
ing you  much  sympathy,  Julien.     I  don't  think  you 
need  it.    You  were  soaring  up  to    'ye  skies  just  because 
of  your  gifts  and  your  position  e       vour  opportunities 
You  are  down  now.     Well,  yc  .  re  thundering  sorry 
for  yourself.     I  don't  know  that  I  'm  sorry  for  you. 
I  '11  tell  you  in  ten  years'  time.     By  Jove,  here  's  your 
sandy-headed  little  friend !  " 

The  man,  with  the  giri  upon  his  arm,  had  entered 
the  room  and  had  taken  seats  at  a  table  in  the  corner, 
for  which,  apparently,  they  had  been  waiting.  Julien 
^^oked  at  them  curiously. 

"Why,"  he  exclaimed  suddenly,  leaning  across  the 
table,  "  I  remember  him  now !  He  's  at  the  shop  —  I 
mean  he  's  an  Intelligence  man." 
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Kendricks  nodded. 

"Just  the  sort  of  inconspicuous-looking  person  who 
could  go  anywhere  without  being  noticed." 

"  I  recollect  him  quite  well,"  Julien  continued.  "  It 's 
not  in  my  department,  of  course,  but  I  remember  being 
told  he  was  a  very  useful  little  beggar." 

'*  I  should  say,  without  a  doubt,"  Kendricks  declared, 
"  that  he  was  at  present  working  hard  for  the  safety 
and  welfare  of  the  British  Empire.  If  you  *ve  suddenly 
recognized  the  man,  I  Ml  tell  you  who  the  girl  is.  She 's 
a  manicurist  at  the  Milan." 

Julien  looked  round  and  watched  them  for  a  moment 
curiously.  Again  he  noticed  that  his  interest  in  the 
young  man  was  at  least  reciprocated. 

"  The  fellow  has  recognized  me,  of  course,"  he  said. 
"  You  know,  Kendricks,  I  remember  two  or  three  years 
ago  a  most  amazing  item  of  news  was  brought  to  us 

—  one  that  made  a  reil  difference,  too  —  through  a 
manicurist." 

"  Should  n't  be  a  bit  surprised,"  Kendricks  replied. 
"Things  drop  out  in  the  most  unexpected  places,  as 
you'd  find  out  if  you  'd  been  a  journalist." 

"  She  was  sent  for  into  the  room  of  some  princess 

—  at  Claridge's,  I  think  it  was,  or  one  of  the  west-end 
hotels  —  and  while  she  was  there  a  man  came  from  one 
of  the  inner  rooms  and  said  a  few  words  in  Russian. 
The  girl  had  been  in  St.  Petersburg  and  under- 
stood. It  made  quite  a  difference.  I  remember  the 
story." 

"  Might  have  been  the  same  man  and  the  same  mani- 
curist," Kendricks  remarked. 
Julien  shook  his  head. 
"There  was  trouble  about  the  manicurist,"  he  said, 
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♦'  and  she  had  to  leave  the  countrj.     She 's  in  South 
Afruii  now." 

*'  '  an't  say  that  I  like  the  appearance  of  the  fellow  " 
K^ndr  ks  declared.  «  Don't  fun'  h.  soup,  JuHen - 
n  s  b-Uer  than  it  looks.  He  's  a  slimy-looking  sort  of 
ol  uj  .  I  have  a  theory  that  the  modtra  sort  of  Secret 
-^er ".-> ,  gent  o'lght  to  be  a  person  like  myself  —  breezy 
an'\  y.  Hws.  Juli'en,  if  that  girl  doesn't  .top  gazing 
rl  you  ....iev  ....  you'll  be  in  trouble  with  your  late 
fc'unlc'v- ' .  ' 

Julie  .  I  .  ked  across  at  the  opposite  table.  The  girl, 
a-  he  hu.J  ..  JJced  before,  was  stealing  frequent  glances' 
at  him.  For  some  reason  or  other,  she  seemed  anxious 
to  attract  his  attention. 

"  Quite  a  conquest ! "  Kendricks  murmured.  "  Drink 
some  more  of  that  chianti,  man,  and  bring  some  color 
to  your  cheeks.  There  's  a  charming  little  manicurist 
wants  to  flirt  with  you.  What  teeth  and  what  a  smile ! " 
"  Considering  that  she  has  been  listening  to  my  his- 
tory for  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour,  I  imagine  that 
her  interest  is  of  a  less  sentimental  nature,"  Julicn 
said.  "I  have  probably  been  pointed  out  to  her  as 
the  biggest  fool  in  Christendom." 

"  Not  you,"  Kendricks  declared.  «  I  assure  you  that 
I  am  a  critic  in  such  matters.  She  looks  when  the  young 
man  who  is  with  her  is  engaged  upon  his  dinner,  or 
speaking  to  the  waiter.  I  am  not  positive,  even,  that 
she  wants  to  flirt,  Julien.  I  think  she  wants  to  say 
something  to  you." 
Julien  laughed. 

"What  shall  I  do?  Present  myself?  Bah!"  he 
added,  almost  fiercely.  "J  wish  the  giri  would  keep 
her  black  eyes  to  herself.    I  want  to  tell  you  this,  Ken- 
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dricks.  You  *ve  talked  some  aplcndid  common  sense  to 
me  without  going  out  of  your  way  to  do  it.  I  am  not 
going  to  whine,  now  or  at  any  other  time,  but  as  long 
as  I  live  I  never  want  anything  more  to  do  with  a 
woman.  That  sounds  about  the  most  futile  and  empty- 
headed  thing  a  man  can  say  —  I  know  that.  But  there 
it  is.  I  tell  you  the  very  thought  of  them  makes  me 
shudder.  They  're  like  pampered,  highly-groomed  ani- 
iiuils,  with  their  mouths  open  for  the  tit-bits  of  life. 
They  have  to  be  fed  with  whatever  food  it  may  be  they 
cra\  c  for,  and  that 's  the  end  of  it.'* 

K<>ndricks  motioned  with  his  head  across  the  room  to 
where  the  little  woman  with  the  blackened  eyebrows  waA 
eat  in  i^  her  dinner. 

•'  What  about  that?  "  he  asked. 

"  1  don't  know  anything  about  that  sort,"  Julien 
ndmltted.  "  What  you  told  me  sounded  like  one  of 
the  things  you  read  of  in  newspapers  and  never  believe. 
I  don't  believe  it.  Mind  you,  I  don't  say  it 's  false,  but 
I  don't  believe  it  because  I  have  never  spoken  to  the 
woman  whom  I  could  imagine  capable  of  such  unselfish- 
ness. If  I  patch  up  the  pieces  again.  Kondricks,"  he 
added,  and  his  face  was  suddenly  very  dark  and  very 
set  —  the  face  of  an  older  man,  "whatever  (\  ment  I 
use,  it  won't  be  the  cement  of  love  oi  any  sentiment 
whatsoever  connected  with  women." 

Kendricks  nodded. 

"It's  my  belief,"  he  began,  her  he  stopped  short. 
"  Julien,"  he  continued  kindly,  "  vou  'rt  nothing  but 
a  big  baby.  You  think  you  e  meed  in  the  big  places. 
So  you  have,  in  a  way.  But  the  e  was  a  hideous  mis- 
take about  your  life.  You  *v«  ne'  *»r  had  to  build.  No 
one  can  climb  who  does  n't  build   first.     These  ready- 
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made  laddew  don't  count.  Now,"  he  added,  droppin« 
his  voice  and  glancing  quickly  across  the  room,  -vol 
wiU  have  an  opportunity  to  put  into  force  your  now 
and  magnificent  principles  of  misogyny.  Our  little 
sandy-headed  friend  has  been  summoned  from  the  room 
«*^  *he  'roOTTOwwoTwir^  come  up  and  whisper  in  his 
ear.  Mademoiselle  is  writing  a  note.  A  hundred  to 
one  it  18  to  you !  " 

Julien  frowned.  He,  too,  turned  his  head,  and  he 
met  the  giri's  eyes.  She  was  looking  at  him  curiously 
It  was  not  the  look  of  the  woman  who  invites  so  much 
as  the  look  of  the  woman  who  appeals  for  an  under- 
standing, who  has  something  to  say.  She  smiled  ever 
so  faintly  and  touched  with  her  finger  the  scrap  of 
paper  whicn  she  thrust  into  the  waiter's  hand.  Then 
she  bent  once  more  over  her  plate.  The  man  came 
across  to  Julien. 

"For  you,   monsieur,"   he   announced,   and  laid  it 
by  the  side  of  Juhen's  plate. 

"Read  it,"  Kendricks  whispered  across  the  table,  for 

he  had  been  quick  to  see  his  companion's  first  impulse. 

Why  should  I?"  Julien  said  coldly.     «I  have  no 

^sire  to  have  anything  to  do  with  that  young  person. 

What  can  she  have  to  say  to  me.?  " 

"Nevertheless,  read  it,"  Kendricks  repeated. 

Juhen  unrolled  the  scrap  of  paper  with  reluctant 
fingers.  There  were  only  a  few  words  written  there 
in  hasty  pencil: 

Monsieur  there  is  a  friend  of  mine  whom  you  must  see. 
Call  at  number  17,  Avenue  de  St.  Paul  and  ask  for  Madame 
Christophor.  Do  not  attempt  to  speak  to  me.  This  is  for 
your  good. 
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JuHen's  fingers  were  upon  the  note  to  destroy  it,  but 
again  Kendricks  stopped  him. 

"  Julien,"  he  insisted,  «  don't  be  an  idiot.  The  little 
girl  knows  who  you  are.  She  can't  imagine  that  you 
are  in  the  humor  just  now  for  flirtations.  Put  the  note 
in  your  pocket  and  call.  One  can't  tell.  Your  life  has 
been  so  artificial  that  you  've  probably  left  off  believing 
in  any  adventures  outside  story-books.  My  life  leads 
me  into  different  places  and  I  never  neglect  an  oppor- 
tunity like  that." 

"  A  sister  manicurist,  I  expect,"  Julien  replied  scorn- 
fully; "a  palmist,  or  some  creature  of  that  sort." 

Kendricks  hammered  upon  the  table  for  the  waiter. 

"  One  takes  one's  chances,"  he  agreed,  "  but  I  do  not 
think  that,  the  little  girl  over  there  would  send  you 
upon  a  fool's  errand.  There  are  other  things  in  life, 
you  know,  Julien.  You  carry  in  your  head  political 
secrets  which  would  be  worth  a  great  deal.  There  may 
be  danger  in  that  call." 

Julien  looked  at  him  with  faintly  curling  lip. 

"Tell  me  exactly  what  you  mean?  "  he  asked. 

Kendricks  shrugged  his  shoulders.  The  waiter  had 
arrived  and  he  gave  him  a  vociferous  order. 

"  Listen,"  he  said,  "  I  could  hand  you  out  a  hundred 
surmises  and  each  one  of  them  ought  to  be  sufficient 
to  induce  you  to  keep  that  appointment.  You  leave 
here  —  shall  we  say  under  a  cloud?  —  presumably  dis- 
gusted with  life,  with  the  Government  which  gives  you 
no  second  chance,  with  your  country  which  discards 
you.  And  you  have  been  Under-Secretary  of  State  for 
Foreign  Affairs.  Can't  you  conceive  that  this  woman 
on  whom  you  are  to  call  ight  make  suggestions  to 
you  which  would  at  least  be  amusing?     Don't  look  so 
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incredulous,  Julien.  Remember  you  Ve  lived  in  the 
stilted  places.  J  haven't.  I  believe  in  the  under- 
ground world.     You  must  know  for  yourself  that  a 

^'ffiw  .^"^  *^^  *™*^  '**^«  "P  t^^o^gh  the  gratings." 
That  IS  true  enough,"  Julien  admitted,  «  but  some- 
how or  other  —  »* 

"Let  it  go  at  that,"  Kendricks  interrupted.    "Prom- 
ise me  that  you  will  call  at  that  address." 
Julien  laughed. 

"  Yes,  I  »11  call!  "he  promised. 

"Then  look  across  at  the  littie  girl  and  nod,"  Ken- 
dncks  suggested.  «  She  »s  watching  you  all  the  time 
anxiously.    The  man  has  n't  come  back  yet." 

Julien  turned  his  head  half  unwiUingly.     The  cirl 
was  leanLng  across  the  table,  her  eyes  fixed  steadfastly 
upon  his.     Her  lips  were  parted,  her  eyebrows  were 
Jhghtly  raised,  as  though  in  question.     She  had  been 
holding  a  menu  before  her  face  to  shield  her  from  the 
casual  observer,   but  the  moment   Julien   turned  his 
head  she  lowered  it.    He  inclined  his  head  slowly     A 
curious   expression   of  relief  took  the  place  of  'that 
appearance    of    strained    anxiety.     Her    face    became 
natural  once  more.    She  laid  down  the  menu  and  took 
a  sip  of  wme  from  her  glass.    Kendricks  looked  across 
at  Juhen  and  raised  his  glass  to  his  lips. 

•  -IT^  ri"/""^'  ""^  ^^^"^  *^"^^^"'"  h«  ««id,  « to  your 
visit  to  Madame  Christophor,  and  what  may  come  of 
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"  Admit,"  Kendricks  insisted,  « that  you  have  dined 

well?  " 

"  I  have  dined  amply,"  Julien  replied. 

Kendricks  frowned. 

"  I  am  not  satisfied,"  he  declared. 

"The  entrecote  was  wonderful,  also  the  omelette," 
Julien  admitted.  "I  will  supplement  'amply*  with 
'well,'  if  you  wish,  but  the  insistent  note  about  this 
d'nner  is  certainly  its  amplitude.  I  have  not  eaten  so 
much  for  ages." 

Kendricks  was  filling  his  pipe. 

"  Cigars  or  cigarettes  you  must  order  for  yourself," 
he  said.  "  I  know  nothing  of  them.  The  coffee  is  before 
you.  I  will  be  frank  with  you  —  it  is  not  good.  The 
brandy,  however,  is  harmless." 

Julien  lit  a  cigarette  and  leaned  back  in  his  chair. 
Just  then  the  sandy  young  man  re-entered  the  room. 
He  hastened  to  his  place,  but  instead  of  resuming  it 
stood  by  the  side  of  the  girl,  talking.  He  seemed  to 
be  suggesting  some  course  of  which  she  disapproved, 
pointing  to  her  unfinished  dinner.  Kendricks  nodded 
bis  head  slowly. 
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"  The  young  man  has  to  leave,"  he  remarked.  «  He 
wishes  mademoiseUe  to  accompany  him.  She  dech'ncs 
He  is  annoyed.  Behold,  a  lover's  tiff!  He  has  placed 
the  money  for  the  dinner  upon  the  table.  He  shakes 
her  hand  very  politely.  Behold,  he  goes!  Mademoi- 
selle shrugs  her  shoulders.  She  orders  from  the  m^r,.,. 
She  remains  alone.  My  dear  Julien,  if  you  will  you 
can  prosecute  your  conquest.  The  young  mar,  has 
departed." 

Julien  glanced  across  the  room.  He  met  the  girl's 
eyes  and  once  again  he  saw  in  them  that  curious,  almost 
unpersonal  invitation. 

"She  wants  something,"  Kendricks  declare'd.  "I 
am  going  over  to  see  what  it  can  be.     Carlo !  " 

He  summoned  the  waiter  and  asked  him  a  question 
quickly  in  Italian. 

"  The  man  says  that  her  companion  is  not  returning," 
he  remarked,  rising.  «  I  am  going  to  interview  the 
young  lady." 

Julien  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  As  you  will." 

Kendricks  crossed  the  room,  his  pipe  still  in  his 
hand.  The  girl  watched  him  come,  for  a  moment,  and 
then  looked  down  upon  the  tablecloth.  She  was  at  the 
end  of  a  table  laid  for  four  or  five  people,  but  only 
two  men  were  left  at  the  extreme  end. 

«  Mademoiselle,"  Kendricks  said,  "  my  friend  thanks 
you  for  your  message.  His  curiosity,  however,  is 
piqued.  Is  there  not  an  opportunity  now  for  explain- 
ing further?  " 

She  regarded  her  questioner  a  little  doubtfully. 
"  Who  are  you?  "  she  asked. 
Kendricks  sighed. 
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« My  dear  young  lady,**  he  answered,  «« I  flattered 
myself  that  I  possessed  a  personality  which  no  one  could 
mistake.     Furthermor),  I  am  a  constant  patron  here." 

"I  have  never  been  here  in  my  life  before,"  the 
girl  told  him. 

"  Then  your  ignorance  shall  be  pardoned,"  Kendricks 
declared.  "My  name  is  David  Kendricks.  I  am  a 
journalist.  I  ought  to  be  an  editor,  but  the  fact  re- 
mains that  I  am  a  mere  collector  of  news,  a  bringer 
together  of  those  trifles  which  go  to  make  such  prints 
as  these,"  he  added,  touching  her  evening  paper,  "  in- 
teresting." 

"A  journalist,"  she  repeated,  glancing  up  at  him. 
"  Yes !  I  might  have  guessed  that.  Are  you  a  friend 
of  Sir  Julien  Portelf*  " 

"I  think  I  may  call  myself  a  friend,"  Kendricks 
admitted.     "We  were  at  college  together." 

She  rose  composedly  to  her  feet. 

"  Then  T  will  take  my  coffee  at  your  table,"  she  de- 
cided. "You  may  present  me.  I  am  Mademoiselle 
Senn." 

Kendricks  hesitated. 

"You  may  not  find  my  friend  in  the  most  amiable 
of  moods,"  he  began. 

The  girl  waved  her  hand. 

"It  is  to  be  explained,"  she  declared.  "To  tell 
you  the  truth,  I  was  surprised  to  see  him  even  i^  so 
out  of  the  way  a  restaurant  as  this." 

"He  leaves  to-night  for  the  Continent,"  Kendricks 
told  her. 

"  So  I  heard,"  the  girl  replied.    «  Come." 

Sir  Julien  watched  their  approach  and  the  frown 
upon  his  aristocratic  forehead,  though  thin,  was  dis- 
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tinct.     Kendricks,  however,  took  no  notice  of  it,  and 

the  girl  pretended  that  she  had  not  seen. 

"Julien,"  the  former  announced,  holding  a  chair 
for  mademoiselle,  «« I  am  permitted  the  pleasure  of  pre- 
sentmg  you  to  MademoiseUe  Senn,  who  already  knows 
your  name.  MademoiseUe  sent  you  a  message  a  few 
minutes  ago.  If  she  is  good-natured,  she  may  choose 
to  explain  it.  If  not,  what  does  it  matter?  Made- 
moiselle will  take  her  coffee  with  us." 

Julien  rose  to  his  feet  and  bowed  very  slightly. 

"  We  have  only  a  moment  or  two  to  spare,"  he  said, 
"  as  I  am  leaving  London  to-night." 

She  looked  at  him  and  smiled  oddly.  She  was  a  very 
typical  young  Frenchwoman  of  her  class  —  round-faced, 
with  trim  little  figure,  black  eyes,  and  smart  but  simple 
hat;  not  really  good-looking  except  for  the  depth  of 
her  clear  eyes,  and  yet  with  a  command  of  her  person 
and  movements  which  was  not  without  its  charm. 

"  Monsieur  is  not  too  gallant,"  she  murmured,  «  but 
one  IS  inclined  to  forgive  him.  If  I  may  take  my 
coffee,  I  will  go.  Monsieur  has  promised  me  that  he 
will  call  and  see  Madame?  " 

"Your  friend  in  Paris?"  Julien  remarked,  a  little 
doubtfully. 

"  Ah!    I  dare  not  call  her  that,"  the  girl  continued. 

Madame  is  different.  But  I  know  that  it  is  her  wish 
that  you  call,  and  I  know  that  it  would  be  for  your 
welfare." 

"  Is  it  necessary,"  Julien  asked  coldly,  «« that  you 
should  be  so  mysterious?  After  all,  you  know,  the 
thing,  on  the  face  of  it,  is  impossible.  Madame  prob- 
ably does  not  know  of  my  existence,  and  why  should 
you  take  it  for  granted  that  I  am  going  abroad?  " 
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"  Oh,  la,  la !  "  the  girl  interrupted.  "  But  you  amuse 
one!  Madame  knows  everything  which  she  desires  to 
know.  As  to  your  going  to  France,  monsieur  over 
there,"  she  added,  moving  her  head  backwards,  "told 
me  so  some  minutes  ago." 

"  And  how  the  dickens  did  he  know,  and  what  right 
had  he  to  talk  about  my  affairs?"  Julien  demanded, 
with  all  an  Englishman's  indignation  at  his  movements 
having  been  discussed  by  strangers. 

''I  suppose  that  it  is  his  business  to  know  those 
things,"  she  replied,  sipping  her  coffee.  "  He  is  a  very 
mysterious  young  man.  He  takes  a  room  sometimes 
at  the  Milan  Hotel  and  he  sends  for  me  to  manicure 
his  hands.  Then  he  asks  me  very  clever  questions  and 
I  look  down  and  I  give  him  —  very  clever  answers. 
Then  he  thinks,  perhaps,  that  his  methods  are  not 
quite  the  best,  and  he  sends  me  a  great  box  of  choco- 
lates, some  stalls  for  the  theatre,  some  flowers  —  why 
not?  Then  he  comes  again  to  be  manicured  and  he 
asks  more  questions,  but  I  know  so  little.  Then  some- 
times, not  very  often,  he  brings  me  out  to  dine.  Imagine 
for  yourself,  monsieur,"  she  went  on,  with  a  wave  of 
the  hand,  "  the  excitement,  the  wonder  of  all  this  to 
a  poor  French  girl !  And  again  he  asks  questions,  but 
again  I  know  so  little.  And  then,  in  the  midst  of  our 
dinner,  his  employer  has  sent  for  him.  He  has  to  go 
on  a  journey.  It  is  sad,  is  it  not?  He  would  like  mc 
to  go  with  him  to  the  station,  to  see  him  off,  but  I  —  " 
she  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  Why  should  I  leave  be- 
fore I  have  finished  my  dinner?  In  truth,  he  wearies 
me,  that  young  man.  I  do  not  think,  Sir  Julien  Portcl, 
that  Englishmen  are  very  clever." 

"  As  a  race,"  Julien  declared  grimly,  "  I  agree  with 
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you.  I  think  that  most  men  are  unutterable  fools. 
But  this  young  admirer  of  yours  —  what  are  these 
questions  which  he  asks  you  so  often,  and  what  business 
is  he  in  that  he  should  be  compelled  to  leave  you  to 
hurry  away?  '* 

"  Ah,  monsieur! "  she  answered,  "  it  is  you  now  who 
ask  questions.  Why  should  I  tell  you,  indeed,  more 
than  I  tell  him?  »» 

Julien  smiled. 

"Perhaps  because  it  was  a  matter  of  moment  to 
him  whether  you  replied  or  not,  whereas,  frankly,  I 
only  ask  you  these  questions  out  of  the  idlest  curiosity." 

"  Also  a  little,"  she  remarked,  "  to  make  conversation, 
is  it  not  so?  \^ry  well,  then.  Sir  Julien  Portel,  let  me 
tell  you  this.  If  you  do  not  know  who  that  young  man 
is,  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  find  it  necessary  to  catch 
the  nine  o'clock  train  to  the  Continent  to-night  and  to 
give  up  that  delightful  work  of  yours,  where  you  try 
to  keep  the  peace  between  all  these  wicked  nations,  and 
to  get  the  lion's  share  of  everything  for  your  great, 
greedy  country.  If  you  do  not  know  who  that  young 
man  is,  you  have  not  the  head  for  detail,  the  memory, 
which  goes  to  the  making  of  pohticians." 

Julien  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  laughed,  softly 
but  genuinely.  Even  Kendricks  seemed  a  little  taken 
aback. 

"Upon  my  word!"  the  latter  exclaimed.  "This  is 
an  interesting  young  person!  Mader^oiselle,  I  con- 
gratulate you.     You  have  the  gifts." 

"  Interesting,  indeed !  "  Julien  agreeu.  sitting  up  in 
his  place.  "  Mademoiselle,  to  save  my  reputation  with 
you  I  must  confess.  I  do  know  who  the  young 
man  is.     He  is  in  the  Intelligence  Branch  of  the  Se- 
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cret  Service  of  the  British  Foreign  Office  —  Number  S 
Department.** 

The  girl  nodded  several  times. 

"  What  you  call  it  I  do  not  know,**  she  said.  «  He 
is  just  one  of  those  ordinary  people  who  go  about  to 
collect  little  items  of  information  for  your  Govern- 
ment. That  is  why  I  have  received  from  him  four 
pounds  of  chocolate,  at  least  a  sovereign's  worth  of 
roses,  four  stalls  for  the  theatre  —  which  I  do  believe 
that  he  had  given  to  him  because  they  were  for  plays 
that  no  one  goes  to  see,  and  to-night  a  dinner  —  such 
a  dinner,  messieurs,  with  chianti  that  burned  my 
tongue !  *' 

"  This,*'  Kendricks  declared,  «  is  quite  a  bright  young 
lady!  Mademoiselle,  I  trust  that  we  shall  become  better 
acquainted." 

"  And  in  the  meantime,"  Julien  inquired,  "  what  are 
these  wonderful  items  of  information  which  you  carry 
mth  you,  and  which  this  unfortunate  young  man  fails 
80  utterly  to  elicit?  " 

"Ah!  well,"  she  sighed,  " I  am  by  profession  a  mani- 
curist, but  some  freak  of  nature  gave  me  the  power  of 
keeping  my  mouth  closed,  of  looking  as  though  I  knew 
a  good  deal,  but  of  saying  so  little.  Now,  messieurs, 
what  could  a  poor  girl  know  in  the  way  of  secrets  for 
which  that  young  man  would  get  credit  if  he  had 
succeeded  in  eliciting  them?  What  could  I  know,  in- 
deed? I  sit  on  my  little  stool  and  sometimes  there  are 
great  people  who  give  me  their  hands,  and  they  are 
thoughtful.  And  sometimes  I  ask  questions  and  they 
answer  me  absently,  because,  after  all,  what  does  it 
matter?  —  a  manicurist  from  the  shop  downstairs,  earn- 
ing her  thirty  shillings  a  week,  and  anxious  to  be  agree- 
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able  for  the  sake  of  her  tip !  And  then  sometimes  while 
I  am  there  they  dictate  letters,  or  a  caller  comes,  or 
the  telephone  rings.  One  does  not  think  of  the  manicure 
girl  at  such  a  time.  Fortunately,  there  are  some  like 
me  who  know  so  well  how  to  keep  silent,  to  say  nothing, 
to  be  dumb." 

**  The  methods  of  that  young  man,**  Kendricks  as- 
serted, "were  crude.  Now,  young  lady,  consider  my 
position.  I  represent  a  power  greater  than  the  power 
of  Governments.  I  represent  a  Press  which  is  greedy 
for  personal  news.  Have  you  trimmed  lately  the  nails 
of  a  duchess?  If  so,  tell  me  what  she  wore,  her  favorite 
oath,  any  trifling  expression  likely  to  be  of  interest  to 
to  the  British  public!  And  instead  of  roses  I  will 
send  you  carnations;  instead  uf  dead-head  tickets  I 
will  take  you  myself  to  the  Gaiety;  instead  of  a  dinner 
at  the  Cafe  I'Athenee,  I  will  take  you  to  supper  at  the 
Milan.*' 

**  Your  friend,'*  mademoiselle  declared,  smiling  at 
Julien,  "  is  quite  an  intelligent  person.  I  like  him  very 
much.  But  I  wish  he  would  not  smoke  that  pipe  and  I 
should  like  to  buy  him  a  necktie.** 

"  Julien,'*  Kendricks  sighed,  "  the  Bohemian  has  no 
chance  against  such  a  model  as  you." 

"  I  do  not  think,"  she  remarked,  looking  Julien  in 
the  eyes,  "  that  Sir  Julien  Portel  cares  very  much  for 
women  —  just  now,  at  any  rate.** 

Julien  frowned.  He  absolutely  declined  to  answer 
the  challenge  in  her  dark  eyes. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  "  when  I  present  myself 
to  this  Madame  Christophor,  do  I  deliver  any  message 
from  you?    Do  I  explain  my  visit?" 

The  girl  shook  her  head  slowly. 


■^        "  At  least,"  she  reminded  him,  "  You  are  going  to  see 
Madame  Christopher  ? " 


Fat/e  Ii3 
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"It  will  not  be  necessary/'  she  told  him.  "  Madame 
Chnstophor  will  know  all  about  you.  She  will  be  ex- 
pecting you." 

He  smiled  scornfully. 

••  It  would  be  a  pity  to  disappoint  a  lady  with  such 
a  remarkable  knack  of  foretelling  things.  Supposing, 
however,  I  change  my  mind  and  visit  St.  Petersburg 
instead? "  " 

She  raised  her  hands— an  expressive  gesture. 

"There  is  no  Madame  Christopher  in  St.  Peters- 
burg I  think  that  you  will  be  very  ill-advistd  if  you 
go  there.  Many  0/  the  clemcnKs  which  go  to  the  making 
of  life  wait  for  you  in  Paris.  In  St.  Petersburg  you 
would  be  a  stranger.    The  life  is  not  there." 

She  rose  to  her  feet  briskly. 

uD^"*!  "'*^*'  ^°""'«"r  Je  Bohemian!"  she  said. 

Remember  that  you  have  only  to  accept  my  little  gift 

of  a  necktie,  to  let  me  take  you  to  a  coiffeur  whom 

ri!?''-°K/S?  ^"7"  ^^"  ^'***  y°"  '^^^^^  y°"  <^^oose. 
Good  night.  Sir  Julien!    I  think  I  envy  you  " 

Juhen  laughed.     The  idea  seemed  odd  to  him 
he  ^C3i  ^°"  '^""^'^  **^  '"  **  minority,  mademoiseUe," 

"At  least,"  she  reminded  him,  "you  are  going  to 
see  Madame  Christophor!" 

She  nodded  and  left  them  a  little  abruptly.  Ken- 
dricks  paid  their  bill  and  they  descended  into  the  street 
a  few  minutes  later.  The  commitsionaire  called  a  taxi 
for  them  and  they  drove  toward  Charing-Cross. 

My  friend,"  Kendricks  said,  "if  I  had  you  here  for 
another  week,  cut  off  from  your  old  life,  I  'd  show 
you  some  things  that  would  astonish  you.  It 's  good 
fortune  and  these  well-ordered  ways  that  keep  a  man 
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a  prig,  even  after  he  's  finished  with  Oxford.  The  man 
who  lives  in  the  clouds  of  Mayfair  knows  nothing  of 
the  real  life  of  this  city." 

"  Some  day  I  'II  come  back  and  be  your  pupil," 
Julien  promised.  "You're  a  good  fellow,  David. 
You've  given  me  something  to  think  about,  at  any 
rate,  something  to  think  about  besides  my  own  mis- 
fortunes." 

**  That 's  just  what  I  set  out  to  do,"  Kendricks  de- 
clared.    "There  are  plenty  of  bigger  tragedies  than 
yours  loose  in  the  world.    Watch  the  people,  Julien  — 
the  people  whom  such  men  as  you  glance  over  or  through 
as  of  no  account,  the  common  people,  the  units  of  life. 
Strip  them  bare  and  they  are  n't  so  very  different,  you 
know.     Try  and  feel  for  a  moment  what  they  feel. 
Look  at  the  little  dressmaker  there,  going  over  to  Paris 
to  buy  models,  hanging  on  to  her  husband's  arm.    She  's 
probably  got  a  shop  in  the  suburbs  and  this  trip  is 
a  daring  experiment.     See  how  earnestly  they  are  talk- 
ing about  it.     I  don't  think  that  they  have  too  easy  a 
time  to  make  ends  meet.     Do  you  see  that  old  lady 
there,  clinging  to  her  daughter?     How  she  hates  to 
part  with  her!    She  is  going  to  a  situation,  without  a 
doubt,  and  Paris  isn't  too  easy  a  place  for  a  girl 
with  hair  and  eyes  like  hers.    In  her  heart  I  think  that 
the  old  lady  is  remembering  that.     Then  look  at  that 
little  old  man  with  the  tired  eyes,  carrying  his  two 
valises  himself  to  save  the  hire  of  a  porter.     Can't  you 
tell  by  the  air  of  him  that  he  has  had  an  unsuccessful 
business  journey?    Poor  follow!    It 's  a  hard  struggle 
for  life,  Julien,  if  you  get  in  the  wrong  row.     You  've 
no  one  dependent  upon  you,  you  don't  know  the  worst 
agony  that  can  wring  a  man's  heart.  ...  Got  your 
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ticket  and  everything,  eh?     And  that  looks  like  your 
servant.    Are  you  taking  him  with  you?  ** 

Julien  shook  his  head. 

"  I  shall  have  to  do  without  a  manservant.  I  never 
had  much  money,  you  know,  David." 

"  So  much  the  better,"  Kendricks  declared  heartily. 
"It  gives  you  a  final  chance.  The  gutters  of  the  world 
are  full  of  good  fellows  who  have  been  ruined  through 
stepping  into  a  sufficient  income." 

They  found  a  carriage  and  arranged  Julien's  few 
belongings.  Presently  mademoiselle's  companion  came 
hurrying  up  the  platform,  followed  by  a  porter  carry- 
ing his  dressing-case.  A  short  distance  behind,  made- 
moiselle, too,  was  walking,  humming  to  herself. 

"  Company  to  Boulogne  for  you,  Julien,"  Kendricks 
pointed  out  "  Your  little  man  from  Number  3  Branch 
is  on  your  track." 

Julien  smiled.  The  young  man  never  glanced 
towards  their  carriage  as  he  passed,  but  mademoiselle, 
who  was  still  a  few  steps  behind,  made  a  wry  face  at 
Kendricks. 

"I  believe  she  knew  that  he  was  going  across,"  the 
latter  declared. 

"I  wonder  if  he,  too,"  Julien  murmured,  "has  to 
call  on  Madame  Christophor?  " 

The  whistle  sounded.  Kendricks  put  out  his  great 
hands. 

"Good  luck  to  you,  Julien,  old  fellow!"  he  said. 
"Stand  up  to  life  like  a  man  and  look  it  in  the  face. 
I  tell  you  I  have  n*t  been  gassing  to-night.  I  'd  hate 
to  pose  as  a  moralist,  but  I  do  believe  that  misfortunes 
are  often  blessings  in  disguise.  And  I  tell  you  I've 
a  sort  of  faith  in  that  little  French  girl.     She  gives 
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one  to  think,  as  she  herself  remarked.    Look  up  Madame 
Christophor.     Don't  be  surprised  to  see  me  at  any 

oZ  r  JT'lf^  *"  M.  "P  ^  ^*"»  *^«'y  ^'^  ^^'^^ 
or  8o.    Good  luck  to  you ! " 

f n  ^f'^A  ^T"^  °"l  °'  **"*  '^'^"^  *°d  waved  his  hand 
to  Kendricks  as  the  train  moved  slowly  around  the 
curve.  The  last  face  he  saw  upon  the  platform,  how- 
ever,  was  the  face  of  mademoiselle. 


CHAPTER   Vin 

IN   PABIS 

For  exactly  a  month  Julien  disappeared.  At  the 
end  of  that  time,  looking  very  brown,  a  shade  thinner, 
and  possessed  of  a  knowledge  of  the  older  towns  of 
Normandy  which  would  not  have  disgraced  a  guide- 
book, he  arrived  one  cold,  gray  morning  at  the  Gare 
du  Nord.  During  all  this  time  he  had  scarcely  seen 
one  familiar  face.  It  was  an  unpleasant  shock  for  him, 
as  he  waited  for  his  baggage  in  the  Customs  House, 
to  realize  that  he  was  being  watched  from  behind  a  pile 
of  trunks  by  the  little  man  who  had  shown  so  much 
interest  in  him  at  the  C&U  TAth^n^  on  the  night  he 
had  left  England.  The  sight  somehow  annoyed  him. 
He  crossed  the  room  and  accosted  his  late  subordinate. 

"  What  is  your  name?  "  he  asked  coldly.  "  You  are 
in  the  Intelligence  Department,  I  believe?  " 

"  My  name  is  Foster,  Sir  Julien,"  the  young  man  re- 
plied, after  a  moment's  hesitation. 

"What  are  you  doing  over  here?  " 

The  young  man  hesitated. 

"You  will  excuse  me.  Sir  Julien,"  he  said  slowly, 
"but  I  am  responsible  only  to  the  permanent  officials 
in  control  of  my  office.    Besides,  —  " 

67 


li 


«  THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 

.    p^°^^f^*^"  ">.*  **  ^««»t  ^^^  !<>»«  you  have  been 
in  Fans?     Julien  interrupted. 

"Since  the  night,  Sir  Julien,  when  you  came  as  far 
as  Boulogae. 

"May  I  ask,"  Julien  demanded,  «  whether  I  am  goinij 
to  be  subject  to  your  espionage?" 

The  young  man  whose  name  was  Foster  looked  blandly 
at  a  pile  of  luggage  which  was  j  ust  arriving. 

*;i  am  not  at  liberty.  Sir  Julien,"  he  said,  "to  ex- 
plain my  instructions." 

Julien  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Do  as  you  like,  of  course.  At  the  same  time,  let 
me  teU  you  that  you  irritate  me.  Keep  out  of  my  sight 
as  much  as  possible.    It  will  be  better  for  you  " 

Julien  turned  and  left  him  there,  declared  his  lug- 
^ge,  and  was  driven  to  a  quiet  hotel  in  the  Rue  de 

-f n^   tr !;?  ^^^  ^.^^*^'  "^*"«^^ »»» ^^^ot^^^.  and 

strolled  up  the  Champs  ^lysees  towards  the  Bois.    The 
sun  had  come  out  and  the  avenue  was  crowded  with 
automobiles  and  carriages.    He  walked  steadily  on  until 
he  reached  the  first  of  the  cafes  in  the  Bois.     He  took 
a  chair  and  watched  the  crowd.     A  peculiar  sensation 
of  loneliness  oppressed  him,  a  loneliness  of  which  he  had 
been  scarcely  conscious  during  this  last  month's  wan- 
derings among  the  quiet  places.     Paris  had  seemed  so 
different  to  him  on  his  last  visit.     He  was  surrounded 
by  friends  and  people  who  were  anxious  to  become  his 
friends.     He  was  in  charge  of  a  difficult  mission  which 
he  was  conscious  of  conducting  with  skill.     Everywhere 
he  was  meeting  English  people  of  his  own  order,  all 
delighted  to  see  him,  all  pleased  with  his  notice.     His 
few  days  m  Paris  were  merely  a  change  in  the  kaleido- 
scope from  London.    The  life  —  everything  else  -  was 
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the  same.     This  time  he  was  like  a  man  cast  upon  a 
desert  island.    He  sat  at  his  little  table,  sipping  a  glass 
of  vermouth,  and  conscious  that  no  man  in  Paris  had 
fewer  friends.    The  clubs  were  closed  to  him,  there  were 
no  official  visits  to  pay,  no  calls  to  make,  no  familiar 
faces  to  look  for.     He  was  a  man  who  had  had  his 
day,  a  man  disgraced,  a  man  in  whom  the  people  had 
lost  faith,  who  was  dead  politically  and  socially.     He 
thought  his  position  over  carefully  from  every  point  of 
view.     It  was  ruin,  utter  and  complete.     He  had  dis- 
closed a  valuable  political  secret  to  a  woman  who  had 
not  hesitated  to  make  use  of  it.    Nothing  could  be  more 
ignoble.     He  tried  to  fancy  for  himself  some  new  life 
under  altered  conditions,  but  everywhere  he  seemed  to 
to  run  up  against  some  possibility,  some  combination  of 
circumstances  which  included  a  share  in  things  which 
were  absolutely  finished.     His  brain  refused  to  fashion 
for  him  the  thought  of  any  life  which  could  leave  out- 
side everything  which  had  been  of  account  to  him  up 
till  now.    Even  in  London,  among  the  working  classes, 
it  might  have  been  easier.     He  remembered  those  few 
vivid  speeches  of  Kendricks'.    What  a  gift  the  man  had ! 
Always  he  seemed  to  see  big  things  in  life  smouldering 
underneath  the  lives   of  these  ordinary  people  —  big 
things  unsuspected,  invisible.    There  was  nothing  of  the 
sort  to  be  found  here.    The  only  Paris  Julien  had  ever 
known  was  closed  to  him.    Paris  the  vicious  repelled  him 
instinctively.    He  was  here,  he  had  even  looked  forward 
to  coming,  but  now  that  he  had  arrived  there  was  noth- 
ing for  him  to  do.    After  all,  he  had  better  have  found 
some  far  distant  corner  in  Switzerland  or  Italy.    There 
was  no  club  for  him  to  go  to,  no  interest  in  perusing 
the  newspapers,  no  visits  from  ambassadors  to  think 
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about.  The  puzzles  of  hi8  dailj  life  were  ended.  There 
^as  nothing  for  him  to  do  where  he  was  but  to  eat  and 
to  dnnk  and  to  sleep! 

He  lunched  at  a  restaurant  of  which  he  had  never 
heard  before,  and  there,  to  his  anger,  almost  at  the  next 
table,  he  found  Foster.  With  a  trace  of  his  former 
unperiousness  of  manner,  he  summoned  him.  The  young 
man  rose,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  and  obeyed  the 
mandate. 

"What  are  you  doing  here?  "  Julien  demanded. 
Lunchmg,   sir,"   the   young   man    replied.     "The 
place  has  been  recommended  to  me.     I  do  not  know 
Fans  well.'* 

«  You  lie,"  Julien  declared.  «  Unless  you  knew  Faris 
well,  you  would  n't  be  here  for  Number  3  Branch.  TeU 
me,  are  you  still  watching  me?  " 

"That  is  a  question.  Sir  Julien,  which,  as  I  said 
before,  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  answer." 

Julien  drew  a  little  breath  between  his  teeth. 

"Look  here,"  he  continued,  " I  want  to  warn  you 
that  I  am  a  bad-tempered  man.  You  can  write  home 
If  you  like  and  teU  them  that  you  met  me  coming  out 
of  the  German  Embassy  and  the  Russian  Embassy  and 
the  Itelian  Embassy,  with  a  list  of  prices  in  my  hands 
for  diiferent  pieces  of  information.  Is  that  what  you  're 
afraid  of,  eh?"  j-   "  ^c 

"  Sir  Julien,"  the  young  man  answered,  « I  have  to 
make  reports  only.  It  is  not  my  business  to  question 
the  necessity  for  them." 

Julien  laughed.  After  aU,  the  little  man  was 
right. 

"  Well,  perhaps  I  do  need  looking  after.  Is  there 
any  particular  place  where  you  would  like  me  to  dine? 
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I  don't  want  to  bring  you  out  into  the  byways  if  I 
can  help  it." 

The  young  man  excused  himself  politely.  Julicn 
finished  his  luncheon  and  then  took  a  carriage  back 
to  his  hotel.  He  found  half-a-dozen  visiting  cards  in 
his  box  and  glanced  at  them  eagerly.  Every  one  of 
them  was  from  the  representative  of  a  newspaper.  He 
tore  them  into  pieces,  left  a  curt  message  for  their 
bearers,  and  went  up  to  his  room.  A  telegram  was  lying 
upon  his  bureau.    He  tore  it  open  and  read : 

Call  on  Madame  Christopher  this  afternoon. 

He  frowned  and  threw  the  unsigned  telegram  into  a 
wastepaper-basket. 

"  That  decides  it,"  he  muttered  to  himself.  "  I  will 
not  call  upon  Madame  Christophor." 

Nevertheless,  he  changed  into  calling  attire  and  pres- 
ently strolled  out  once  more  into  the  sunshine.  From 
habit  he  turned  into  the  Champs  felysees.  The  sight 
of  a  group  of  acquaintances  drove  him  into  a  side  street. 
He  walked  for  a  short  distance  and  then  paused  to  see 
his  whereabouts.  He  was  in  the  Avenue  de  St.  Paul. 
He  studied  the  numbers.  Exactly  opposite  was  Num- 
ber 17.  He  stood  there,  gazing  at  the  house,  and  at 
that  moment  a  large  automobile  glided  up  to  the  front 
door.  The  footman  sprang  down  and  a  lady  descended, 
passing  within  a  few  feet  of  him.  She  was  tall,  very 
elegant,  and  her  eyes,  gaining,  perhaps,  a  little  color 
from  the  pallor  of  her  cheeks,  were  the  most  beautiful 
shade  of  violet-blue  which  he  had  ever  seen.  She  was 
a  woman  whom  it  was  impossible  not  to  notice.  Julien 
stood  quite  still,  watching  her.  The  footman  who  had 
stepped  down  in  advance  had  rung  the  bell,  and  the 
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postern  door  already  stood  open.  The  ladj  did  not  at 
once  enter.  She  was  looking  at  Julien.  This,  then,  was 
Madame  Christophor!  He  was  aware  at  that  moment 
of  two  distinct  impressions  —  one  was  that  she  knew 
perfectly  weU  who  he  was;  the  other  that  at  any  cost, 
however  gauche  it  might  seem,  it  was  better  for  him 
to  ignore  the  faint  gleam  of  recognition  which  already 
lent  the  dawn  of  a  gracious  smile  to  her  lips. 

The  woman  was  certainly  expecting  him  to  speak. 
Ever>  second  her  hesitation  seemed  more  purposeful. 
Julien,  however,  with  an  effort  which  was  almost  savage, 
set  his  teeth  and  walked  on.  She  looked  after  him  for 
a  moment  and  began  to  laugh  softly  to  herself.  Julien 
walked  steadily  on  till  he  had  reached  the  comer  of 
the  street.  Then  he  turned  away  abruptly  and  with- 
out glancing  around.  He  was  angry  with  himself, 
angry  afc  the  sound  of  that  faint,  musical  laugh.  He 
had  quite  made  up  his  mind  not  to  call  upon  Madame 
Christophor.  It  would,  in  fact,  now  be  impossible. 
He  would  never  be  able  to  explain  his  avoidance  of 
her. 

He  was  in  a  part  of  Paris  of  which  he  knew  nothing, 
but  he  walked  on  aimlessly,  anxious  only  to  escape  the 
vicinity  of  the  clubs  and  of  the  fashionable  thorough- 
fares. Suddenly  he  was  conscious  that  an  automobile 
had  drawn  up  close  to  the  curbstone  by  his  side.  The 
footman  sprang  lightly  down  and  accosted  him. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  announced,  «  Madame  Christophor 
has  sent  her  automobile.  She  would  be  happy  to  re- 
ceive you  at  once." 

Julien  glanced  'nside  the  automobile.  It  was  daintily 
upholstered  in  white.  A  pile  of  cusliions  lay  on  the 
seat,  there  was  a  glove  upon  the  floor,  the  faint  fra- 
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grance  of  roses  seemed  to  steal  out.  Almost  he  fancied 
that  the  woman's  face  was  there,  leaning  a  little  towards 
him,  with  the  curious  smile  about  the  lips,  the  wonderful 
eyes  glowing  into  his.    Then  he  set  his  teeth. 

"You  had  better  inform  your  mistress,'*  he  said, 
"that  there  is  some  mistake.    I  have  not  the  honor  of 
the  acquaintance  of  Madame  Christophor.     You  have 
followed  the  wrong  person." 
The  man  hesitated.     He  seemed  perplexed. 
"  But,  monsieur,"  he  persisted,  «  madame  pointed  you 
out  herself.     It  was  only  because  of  a  block  in  the 
roadway  that  we  were  not  able  to  catch  you  up  before. 
We  have,  indeed,  never  lost  sight  of  you." 
Julien  shook  his  head. 

"Pray  assure  madame,"  he  said,  "of  my  most  re- 
spectful regrets.  I  have  not  the  honor  of  her  ac- 
quaintance." 

He  walked  on.  The  two  men  sat  for  a  moment  on 
the  box  of  the  car,  watching  him.  Then  they  turned 
around  and  the  car  disappeared.  Julien  jumped  into 
a  little  carriage  and  drove  back  to  his  hotel.  As  he 
passed  through  into  the  office,  the  clerk  leaned  forward. 
"Monsieur  is  desired  upon  the  telephone,"  he  an- 
nounced. 

Julien  frowned. 

"  Who  is  it?  " 

The  man  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  pointed  to  the 
booth.  Julien  hesitated.  Then  he  stepped  inside  and 
held  the  receiver  to  his  ear. 

"Who  is  this?  "he  asked. 

A  very  slow,  musical  voice  answered  him.  He  never 
for  a  moment  had  a  doubt  as  to  whose  it  might  be. 

"Is  this  Sir  Julien  Portel?  " 
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"  Thi»  is  Julien  Portel,"  be  answered.  "  Who  is  it 
speaking?  ** 

**  I  am  Henriettc  Chri8tophor,»»  the  voice  replied.  •♦  I 
had  word  from  England,  Sir  Julien  Portel,  that  you 
were  coming  to  see  me." 

"  I  shall  do  myself  that  honor,*'  Julien  assured  her, 
"  before  I  leave  Paris.*' 

"You  were  not  polite,"  the  voice  continued,  "that 
you  did  not  come  this  aft«  moon.** 

"Madame,**  Julien  said,  "I  am  not  here  to  make 
acquaintances.  It  is  true  that  I  promised  to  call  upon 
you;  I  do  not  know  why,  I  do  not  know  whom  I 
promised,  I  do  not  know  for  what  reason  I  was  asked 
to  come.  Since  I  have  promised,  however,  and  you  are 
kind  enough  to  desire  it,  I  will  come.** 

"And  why  not  now?**  the  voice  persisted.     "You 
are  alone  in  Paris,  are  you  not?    I  have  something  to 
say  to  you,  something  which  is  best  said  quickly." 
Julien  hesitated. 

"You  will  come?**  the  voice  begged.  "My  auto- 
mobile will  be  at  your  hotel  in  ten  minutes.  You  shall 
come,  and  if  you  dislike,  after  all,  to  make  that  call,  you 
shall  drive  with  me,  if  you  prefer  it.  Monsieur,  if  you 
please !  ** 

"I  will  be  ready,"  Julien  answered. 
He  hung  up  the  receiver  and  walked  out  into  the 
hall.  He  was  angry  with  himself  because  only  an 
hour  ago  he  had  told  himself  that  he  would  not  make 
that  cal?.  He  was  angry,  too,  because  the  fact  of  his 
making  it  or  not  making  it  had  assumed  a  ridiculous 
importance  in  his  eyes. 

He  walked  to  the  bar  and  fillrd  his  case  with  cigar- 
ettes.   Then  he  took  up  a  monthly  main-zine  and  read 
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Hm  own  offlcial  resignation  wa.  dealt  with  in  a  political 
MtHde  of  some  8,gn,flcance.    It  interested  him  curiously 
One  sentence  in  particular  he  read  several  times: 

It  is  not  car  desire  to  play  the  alannl.t,  but  we  would 
point  oat  to  Great  Britain  that  she  may  at  any  time  ^tSn 

1?«1^::  "T  "^  ""*?  "'^^  to'f  JY^^uTn"^^ 
great  gravity,  and  we  cannot  help  expressing  our  re«et  that 
when  that  time  come,  the  country  should  be^deprlvS^f  th. 

It?  T^  i"***"'"'  '^^  experience  of  a  man  ^o  „ot! 
withstanding  his  youth,  ha.  already  made  Ws  Zjk  to 
European  politics.  ^'*  " 

might  be  he  knew,  perhaps,  better  than  any  man ! 
Ihe  porter  hurried  up  to  him 
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CHAPTER   IX 
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She  held  out  an  ungloved  hand  to  him  as  he  stepped 
up  to  the  automobile.  Having  gained  her  ends,  she 
was  disposed  to  be  merciful. 

"This  is  very  kind  of  you,  Sir  Julien,"  she  mur- 
mured. "  I  really  was  most  anxious  to  have  you  visit 
me.  Will  you  step  in,  please,  and  drive  with  me  a  little 
way?  One  converses  so  easily  and  it  would  perhaps 
amuse  you  more  than  to  sit  in  my  rooms." 

"  You  are  very  thoughtful,"  Julien  replied.  « I  will 
come,  with  pleasure,  if  I  may." 

He  seated  himself  by  her  side. 

"You  must  put  your  stick  and  gloves  in  the  rack 
there,"  she  continued,  "  and  make  yourself  quite  com- 
fortable. We  drive  a  short  distance  into  the  country, 
if  you  do  not  mind." 

"  I  am  entirely  at  your  service,"  he  answered. 

He  was  firmly  determined  to  remain  wholly  unim- 
pressed by  whatever  she  said  or  did,  yet,  even  in  those 
first  few  moments,  the  sweetness  of  her  voice  and  the 
delicate  correctness  of  her  English  sounded  like  music 
to  him.  There  was  a  suspicion  of  accent,  too,  which 
puzzled  him. 
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"We  are  not  altogether  strangers,  you  know,"  she 
went  on.  "I  have  seen  you  before  several  times.  I 
think  the  last  time  that  you  were  in  Par'i  you  sat  in 
a  box  at  Auteuil  with  some  friends  of  mine." 

Somehow  or  other,  he  was  conscious  of  a  certain  em- 
barrassment. He  was  not  at  his  best  with  this  woman, 
and  he  found  it  hard,  almost  impossible,  to  escape  from 
commonplaces. 

"  It  was  my  misfortune  that  I  did  not  see  you,"  he 
remarked.  "My  visit  was  rather  a  momentous  one. 
I  dare  say  I  paid  less  attention  than  usual  to  my  sur- 
roundings." 

"  Tell  me,"  she  asked,  «  it  was  my  little  friend  Emilie, 
was  it  not,  who  persuaded  you  to  come  and  see 
rae.^ " 

"  It  was  a  little  girl  with  whose  name,  even,  I  was 
unacquainted,"  Julien  replied.  "  I  must  admit  that  I 
scarcely  took  her  request  seriously.  I  could  not  con- 
ceive anything  which  you  might  have  to  say  which  could 
justify  the  intrusion  of  a  perfect  stranger." 

"But  you,"  she  reminded  him,  "are  not  a  perfect 
stranger.  You  have  been  a  public  man.  You  see,  I  am 
not  afraid  of  hurting  you  because  I  think  that  you  will 
soon  get  over  that  little  sensitiveness.  I  know  all  about 
you  — everything.  You  trusted  a  woman.  Ah!  mon- 
sieur, it  is  dangerous,  that." 

Madame,"  he  said,  looking  into  her  wonderful  eyes, 
"one  makes  that  mistake  once,  perhaps,  in  a  lifetime 
—  never  again." 

"  The  woman  who  deceives,"  she  sighed,  "  makes  it 

so  difficult  fo  1  those  who  come  after!     I  suppose 

already  in  you  lind  I  figure  as  a  sort  of  adventuress, 
IS  it  not  so?  " 
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"Certainly,  madame,**  he  answered  calmly.  "It 
never  occurred  to  me  to  doubt  but  that  you  were  some- 
thing of  the  sort." 

She  half  closed  her  eyes  and  laughed  softly  to  her- 
self, moving  her  head  like  a  clild,  as  though  from  sheer 
pleasure. 

"  It  is  delicious,  this  frankness ! "  she  exclaimed. 
"  Ah !  what  a  pity  that  you  did  not  come  before  that 
other  woman  had  destroyed  all  your  faith !  We  might, 
perhaps,  have  been  friends.     Who  can  tell?** 

"  It  is  possible,**  he  assented. 

"  So  you  believe  that  I  am  an  adventuress,**  she  con- 
tinued. "  You  think  that  I  sent  for  you  probably  to 
try  and  steal  one  by  one  all  those  wonderful  secrets 
which  I  suppose  you  have  stored  up  at  the  back  of 
your  head.  One  cannot  be  Under-Secretary  of  State 
for  Foreign  Affairs  without  knowing  things.  Keep  them 
to  yourself.  Sir  Julien.    I  ask  you  no  questions.** 

*'  Then  why,**  he  demanded,  «  did  you  insist  upon  this 
visit  from  me,  and  why  did  the  little  manicurist,  who 
is  a  perfect  stranger  to  me,  insist  also  that  I  should 
come  to  you?'* 

She  smiled,  and  looked  down  at  her  hands  for  a 
moment. 

"  Now  if  I  answer  all  your  questions.  Sir  Julien,**  she 
said,  "you  will  have  no  more  curiosity  left,  and  when 
your  curiosity  is  gone,  perhaps  some  measure  of  your 
interest  may  go,  too.  Can  you  not  bring  yourself  to 
believe  that  I  may  have  had  personal  reasons  for  de- 
siring your  acquaintance?  ** 

" Madame,"  he  answered,  "no!  I  cannot  bring  my- 
self to  believe  that.** 

Again  she  laughed. 
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"  I  think,"  she  declared,  "  that  it  is  your  candor 
which  makes  you  Englishmen  so  attractive.  Do  you 
believe  that  I  am  a  dangerous  person.  Sir  Julien?  " 

He  looked  at  her  coldly  and  dispassionately. 

"I  think,"  he  decided,  "that  you  might  be  very 
dangerous  indeed  to  a  susceptible  person." 

"But  not  to  you?" 

"  Certainly  not  to  me,"  he  admitted.  "  As  you  have 
already  told  me,  it  is  within  your  knowledge  that  I  am 
paying  the  price  for  having  trusted  a  woman." 

She  nodded. 

"  It  is  a  fine  sort  of  ruin,  after  all.  Not  to  trust  is 
generally  proof  of  a  mean  and  doubting  disposition." 

"  You  are  probably  right,  madame,"  he  agreed.  "  Is 
it  permitted  to  remind  you  that  we  have  been  together 
for  some  time  and  you  have  not  yet  enlightened  me  as 
to  your  reasons  for  seeking  my  acquaintance?  " 

"C--   't  you  believe  that  it  was  a  whim?"  she  asked. 
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"  Remember  that  I  saw  you  when  you  were  here  be- 
fore," she  persisted. 

"  I  have  no  recollection  of  having  met  you." 

"  Yet  I  can  tell  you  nearly  all  that  you  did  on  that 
last  visit  of  yours.  You  dined  one  night  at  the  Embassy, 
one  night  at  the  Travelers'  Club  with  a  party  of  four, 
one  night  with  the  Minister  —  Courcelles.  You  were 
two  hoars  with  him  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day  you 
dined  with  him.  You  managed  to  snatch  an  hour  at 
the  races  and  to  lunch  at  tl  *re  Catelan  on  your  way. 
You  lunched,  I  believe,  witu  Monsieur  le  Due  de  St. 
Simon  and  his  friends." 

"Your  knowledge  of  my  movements,"  he  declared, 
"is  very  flattering.     It  suggests  an  interest  in  me,  I 
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admit,  but  I  have  yet  to  be  convinced  that  that  intere  ' 
is  in  any  way  personal." 

She  looked  at  him  from  under  the  lids  of  her  eyes. 

"What  is  it,  Sir  Julien,  that  you  possess,  then, 
which  you  fear  that  I  might  steal?  " 

He  returned  her  gaze  boldly. 

"I  am  a  discarded  Minister,"  he  said.  "I  might 
reasonably  be  supposed  to  be  suffering  from  a  sense 
of  wrong.  Why  should  it  not  occur  to  a  clever  woman 
like  you  that  it  might  be  a  favorable  moment  to  obtain 
a  little  information  concerning  one  or  two  political 
problems  of  some  importance?  Are  you  interested  in 
sue  matters,  madame?  " 

She  leaned  back  in  her  seat  and  laughed.  He  sat 
and  watched  her.  Distinctly  she  was,  in  certain  ways, 
the  most  beautiful  woman  he  had  ever  seen.  It  was 
true  that  she  was  pale  and  that  her  neck  was  a  trifle 
thin,  but  her  face  was  so  aristocratic  and  yet  so  piquant, 
the  color  of  her  eyes  so  delightful,  her  mouth  so  soft 
and  yet  so  humorous.  She  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
arm. 

"Oh!  my  dear,  dear  Englishman,"  she  exclaimed, 
"  Heaven  indeed  has  sent  you  to  me  that  I  should  not 
die  of  ennui !  You  do  not  know  who  I  am  —  I,  Madame 
Christopher?  " 

"  I  have  no  idea  who  you  are,"  he  assured  her.  "  I 
have  never  seen  you  before.  I  know  of  no  other  name 
than  the  one  by  which  I  was  told  to  ask  for  you." 

She  leaned  a  little  closer  to  him. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  "  you  see  me  for  what  I  am.  I 
shall  not  rob  you,  I  shall  not  drug  you,  I  shall  not  try 
to  tear  secrets  out  of  your  throat  by  any  medijEval 
methods.     We  are  neither  of  us  of  the  order  of  those 
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who  seek  adventures  in  vulgar  fashion  and  expect  always 
a  vulgar  termination.  Can't  we  be  friends  for  a  time  — 
companions?  Paris  is  an  empty  city  for  n.e  just  now^. 
And  for  you  —  you  must  avoid  those  whom  you  know. 
It  follows  that  you  must  be  lonely.  Let  me  show  you 
my  Paris." 

Julien  looked  steadfastly  out  at  the  country,  at  the 
flying  hedges,  the  tall  avenues  of  poplar  trees  in  the 
distance,  the  clumsy  farm  wagon  coming  across  the  hay- 
field,  the  blue-petticoated  women  who  marched  by  its 
side  —  anywhere  to  escape  for  a  moment  or  two  from 
her  eyes.  It  was  absurd  that  he  should  feel  even  this 
faint  interest  in  her  proposition !  It  was  only  a  month 
since  the  blow  had  fallen,  only  a  month  since  the  girl 
to  whom  he  had  been  engaged  had  sent  him  away  with 
a  sigh  and  a  little  handshake.  It  was  only  a  month 
since  life  lay  in  splinters  around  him.  It  was  much  too 
soon  to  feel  the  slightest  interest  in  the  things  which 
she  was  proposing! 

"  Madame  Christophor,"  he  said,  "  you  are  very  kind, 
but  I  tell  you  frankly  that  I  should  accept  your  propo- 
sition with  more  pleasure  if  you  had  been  of  my  own 
sex." 

"You  have  become  "x  woman-hater?" 

"  I  cannot  trust  a  woman,"  he  answered  coldly.  "  All 
the  time  I  have  the  feeling  of  insecurity.  I  fear  that 
it  must  sound  ungallant  if  I  tell  you  what  is  the  sober 
truth  —  that  j'our  sex  for  the  present  has  lost  all 
charm  for  me." 

She  closed  her  eyes.  Perhaps  from  behind  the  mask 
of  her  still  face  she  was  laughing  at  him ! 

"Do  you  think  I  don't  understand  that  a  little?" 
she  murmured.     "  Never  mind,  for  to-night,  at  least, 
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I  will  be  sexless.  You  can  believe  that  I  am  a  man.  I 
think  you  will  find  that  I  can  talk  to  you  about  most 
of  the  things  that  men  know  of.  Politics  we  will  leave 
alone.  You  would  mistrust  me  at  once.  Art  —  I  can 
tell  you  of  our  modern  French  painters ;  I  can  tell  you 
about  these  two  wonderful  Russians  who  are  painting  in 
their  studio  here;  I  can  tell  you  what  to  look  for  at 
the  new  exhibitions,  what  studios  to  visit  —  I  can  take 
you  to  them,  if  you  will.  Or  old  Paris  —  does  that  in- 
terest you?  Have  you  ever  seen  it  properly?  I  know 
my  old  Paris  very  well  indeed.  Or  would  you  rather 
talk  of  books?  There  have  been  many  years  when  I 
have  done  little  elss  but  read.  Tell  me  that  we  may 
be  companions  for  a  time.  You  have  nothing  to  lose, 
indeed,  and  I  have  so  much  to  gain." 

"Madame,"  Julien  replied,  "I  do  not  trust  you. 
You  are  doubtless  an  agreeable  companion,  and  as  such 
I  am  willing  to  spend  a  short  time  with  you.  This  is 
an  ungracious  acceptance  of  your  suggestion,  but  it 
is  the  best  I  am  capable  of." 

She  clapped  her  hands. 

"  It  is  something,  after  all,"  she  declared,  "  and  let 
me  tell  you  this,  my  friend,"  she  added,  leaning  over. 
*'  You  have  been  frank  with  me.  You  have  told  me 
that  you  hated  my  sex,  that  you  distrusted  us  all.  Very 
well,  I  will  share  your  frankness.  I  will  tell  you  this. 
Neither  am  I  any  friend  of  your  sex.  I,  too,  have  my 
grievance.  I,  too,  have  something  in  my  heart  of  which 
I  cannot  speak,  which,  when  I  think  of  it,  makes  me  hate 
every  male  creature  that  walks  the  tarth.  Perhaps  with 
that  in  my  heart  and  what  you  have  in  yours,  we  may 
meet  and  pass  and  meet  again  and  pass,  and  do  one 
another  no  harm.    Is  that  finished?  " 
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"By  all  means,"  he  agreed. 

Her  expression  changed. 

"Come,**  she  said,  "now  you  shall  see  that  I  have 
begun  my  plots.  I  have  brought  you  away  from  Paris 
into  the  country  places.  For  what,  I  wonder?  Are 
you  terrified?** 

"  Not  in  the  least,'*  he  assured  her. 

"  Brave  fellow !  Perhaps  when  you  know  the  truth, 
your  heart  will  shake  with  fear.  You  are  going  to 
dine  in  a  country  restaurant.** 

"  That  does  not  terrify  me  in  the  least,*'  he  replied, 
smiling.    "  I  think  that  it  will  be  charming.** 

"  It  is  a  tiny  place,**  she  told  him,  "  not  very  well 
known  as  yet;  soon,  I  fear,  likely  to  become  fashion- 
able. One  sits  at  little  tables  on  a  lawn  of  the  darkest 
green.  If  the  sun  shines,  an  umbrella  of  pink  and  white 
Holland  shades  us.  Quite  close  is  the  river  and  a  field 
of  buttercups.  There  are  flowers  in  the  garden,  and  so 
many  shrubs  that  one  can  be  almost  alone.  And  be- 
hind, an  old  inn.  They  cook  simply,  but  the  trout  comes 
from  the  river,  and  it  is  cool." 

"  It  sounds  delightful  **  Tul'en  admitted ;  "  but,  ma- 
dame,  indeed  it  is  I  wl  »e  host.*' 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  On  the  contrary,  i  >y    subtlety  that  I  have 

brought  you  here  and  that  I  claim  to  be  the  giver  of 
the  feast.  You  see,  you  dine  with  me  to-night.  You 
must  ask  me  back  again.  It  is  the  custom  of  your 
country,  is  it  not  ?  ** 

He  smiled.  The  automobile  had  turned  in  now  up 
a  short  drive,  and  stopped  before  a  long,  low  building. 
Down  in  the  gardens  they  could  see  fairylights  swing- 
ing in  the  faint  breeze.    A  short  man,  with  close-cropped 
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hair  and  a  fierce  black  moustache  and  imperial,  came 
hastening  out  to  greet  them.  When  he  recognized 
Madame  Christopher,  he  bowed  low. 

"  Monsieur  L^on,"  she  said,  "  I  bring  an  Englishman 
to  try  your  river  trout.  You  must  give  me  a  table 
near  that  great  tree  of  lilac  that  smells  so  sweetly.  I 
order  nothing  —  you  understand?  But  you  must  re- 
member that  monsieur  is  English.  He  will  want  his 
champagne  dry  and  his  brandy  very  old.  Is  it  not  so, 
my  friend?  Now  I  will  give  you  into  charge  of  man- 
sieur  le  proprictaire  here.  He  shall  show  you  where 
you  can  drink  a  little  apiriUf,  if  you  will.  He  shall 
show  you,  too,  where  to  find  me  presently." 

A  trim  maid  came  hurrying  up  a^d  took  possession 
of  Madame  Christophor.  Julien  followed  his  guide 
into  a  small  reception  room,  all  pink  and  white. 

"If  monsieur  desires  to  wash,"  the  proprietor 
explained,  "he  passes  beyond  there.  And  for  an 
apiritiff  " 

"  I  will  take  anything  you  send  me,"  Julien  declared, 
"  What  is  the  name  of  this  place,  monsieur?  " 

"  They  call  it  the  Maison  Leon  d'Or,  monsieur,"  the 
man  replied.  "  It  is  my  own  idea  —  a  country  house 
I  purchased  once  for  myself,  but  found  it  too  far,  alas ! 
from  Paris.  In  the  fine  weather  we  could,  if  we  chose, 
have  half  Paris  here.  When  the  cold  days  come,  there 
is  nobody.    Monsieur  permits  ?  " 

He  departed  and  Julien  strolled  to  the  window.  In 
the  portion  of  the  gardens  over  which  he  looked  were 
smaller  tab  «,  set  out  simply  for  those  who  desired  to 
take  their  coffee  and  liqueurs  or  aperitif  out  of  doors. 
Julien  glanced  out  idly  enough  at  the  little  group  of 
people  dotted  about  here  and  there.     Then  his  face 
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suddenly  darkened.  At  a  table  within  a  few  yards  of 
where  he  stood  were  seated  Foster  and  a  man  whose 
back  was  turned  towards  him. 

•Tulien's  first  impulse  was  to  retire  out  of  sight,  for 
the  window  was  open  and  he  himself  imperfectly  con- 
cealed by  the  muslin  blind.  Then,  as  he  \  as  on  the 
point  of  retiring,  he  distinctly  heard  the  sound  of  his 
own  name.  The  two  men  were  speaking  in  a  low  tone, 
but  a  slight  breeze  was  blowing  into  the  room.  Julicn 
stood  still  and  listened.  The  man  who  was  a  stranger 
to  him  was  speaking  to  Foster. 

"  The  woman  is  first,  it  is  true,"  he  muttered.  "  She 
will  pump  him  dry,  no  doubt.  But  what  matter?  She 
may  even  put  him  on  his  guard,  but  I  say  again, 
what  matter?  There  is  a  price  for  everything,  a  price 
or  —  " 

The  man's  voice  died  away  and  Julicn  heard  nothing 
for  some  time.    Then  he  saw  Foster  shake  his  head. 

"  Our  service,"  Foster  declared,  "  does  not  protect 
us  in  such  a  position.  It  does  not  fllow  us  to  go  to 
extremes.  I  am  supposed  to  be  here  to  watch  him,  but 
I  am  really  powerless.  He  might  become  your  man 
or  hers  any  one  else's.  I  co'  do  nothing  but 
report." 

His  companion  leaned  across  the  table. 

"  What  you  call  your  Secret  Service,"  Julien  heard 
him  say  "  is  a  farce.  You  have  no  authority,  no  scope. 
You  are  too  proud  to  ferret  about  as  the  others  do. 
You  sit  in  dignified  ease  and  wait  for  information  to 
be  brought  to  you.  My  good  Foster,  you  must  learn 
to  be  a  man.    We  must  teach  you." 

Again  their  voices  became  inaudible.  Julien  drew 
back  into  the  room.     His  heart  was  beating  fa?  er,  his 
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brain  was  full  of  new  thoughts.  From  a  place  where 
he  was  absolutely  secure  he  sat  and  gazed  at  Foster 
and  his  companion.  Presently  the  waiter  entered  with 
the  apMtif.     Julien  gave  him  five  francs. 

** Listen,*'  he  said,  "you  see  those  two  gentlemen 
sitting  there?  ** 

"  Parfaitement,  monsieur,"  the  man  replied. 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  the  elder  one  before  —  the  dark 
one  with  the  glasses  ?  ** 

The  waiter  hesitated. 

*'  Monsieur,"  he  said,  looking  at  the  five  francs  in 
his  hand,  "  momieur  le  propriStaire  here  has  strange 
notions.  He  objects  that  we  mention  ever  the  name 
of  any  of  his  clients." 

"Why  is  that?"  Julien  asked. 

"  How  should  one  know,  monsieur? "  the  waiter 
answered.  "  Only  it  seems  that  this  place  is  a  little 
distance  from  Paris,  it  is  retired,  one  finds  seclusion 
here.  People  meet,  I  think,  in  these  gardens  who  do 
not  care  to  be  seen  in  Paris.  There  are  some  come 
here  who  whisper  at  the  door  to  monsieur  le  propriStaire 
tLaL  their  names  must  never  be  mentioned." 

"One  can  understand  that,  perhaps,"  Julien  agreed, 
"but  these  are  surely  affairs  of  gallantry?  It  is  when 
the  gentlemen  bring  ladies,  perhaps?  " 

The  man  shook  his  head  and  gesticulated  an  emphatic 
negative. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  declared,  "  there  are  other  things. 
There  are  other  things,  indeed.  This  '''.'e  is  well- 
known  because  there  meet  here  often  men  who  are  in- 
terested in  discussing  serious  matters.  I  can  tell  mon- 
sieur, alas !  the  name  of  no  one  among  the  guests  here. 
If  I  attempted  it,  it  would  mean  my  dismissal,  and 
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there  u  no  place  in  Paris,  monsieur,  where  the  •alaries 
•re  so  good  m  here.'* 

Julien  hebitated.  Then  he  drew  a  louis  from  his 
pocket. 

"Listen,"  he  said,  "you  may  rely  upon  my  word. 
No  mention  of  it  shall  go  outside  this  room.  Take  this 
louis  for  just  the  name  of  that  gentleman  with  his  back 
to  you." 

The  waiter  took  the  louis. 

"His  name,  monsieur,  I  cannot  tell  you,  but  I  will 
tell  you  what  perhaps  will  do  for  monsieur  as  well. 
The  German  Ambassador  comes  sometimes  here  with  a 
party  of  friends;  somewhere  in  the  distance  you  will 
find  the  gentleman  about  whom  you  ask.  The  German 
Ambassador  rides  through  the  streets  when  Paris  is 
troubled;  somewhere  close  at  hand  you  will  find  mon- 
sieur there.  The  German  Ambassador  he  attends  the 
races;  feeling,  perhaps,  is  running  a  little  high.  Some- 
where amongst  the  crowd  who  watch  the  races,  and  very 
close  to  Monsieur  VAmbassadeur,  you  will  find  monsieur 
there  with  the  shoulders." 

Julien  drank  his  aperitif  thoughtfully. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said  to  the  waiter.  "  You  have 
earned  your  money.     You  need  have  no  fear." 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  Monsieur  It  pro- 
prietaire  presented  himself. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  announced,  "  it  is  my  honor  to  con- 
duct you  to  the  table  reserved  for  madame  and  yourself. 
Madame  awaits  you." 
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The  gardens  of  the  Maison  Leon  d'Or  were,  in  their 
way,  unique.  There  was  no  extent  of  open  space,  but 
the  walks  threaded  everywhere  ,x.  large  shrubbery,  and 
in  all  sorts  of  comers  and  quiet  places  little  dining 
tables  had  been  placed.  Scarcely  any  one  was  in  sight 
of  any  other  person,  although  they  were  so  close  to- 
gether that  all  the  time  there  was  a  hum  of  voices.  In 
the  distance,  down  by  the  river,  a  large  gondola  was 
passing  slowly  backwards  and  forwards,  on  which  an 
orchestra  played  soft  music.  Julien  and  Madame  Chris- 
tophor  crossed  the  narrow  strip  of  lawn  together  and 
followed  Monsieur  Leon  into  the  graveled  path  bordered 
with  fairy  lamps. 

"  I  have  arranged  for  madame  and  monsieur,"  he 
announced,  looking  backwards,  "  a  table  near  the  lilac 
tree  of  which  madame  is  so  fond.  The  perfume,  indeed, 
is  exquisite.     If  madame  pleases!" 

They  turned  from  the  path  on  to  another  strip  of 
lawn,  which  they  gained  by  rounding  a  large  lilac  bush. 
Here  a  small  table  was  laid  with  the  whitest  of  cloths 
and  the  most  dazzling  of  silver.  An  attentive  waiter 
was  already  arranging  an  ice-pail  in  a  convenient  spot. 
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From  here  the  gardens  sloped  gently  to  the  river^ 
which  was  barely  forty  yards  distant.  Although  it 
was  scarcely  twilight,  the  men  on  the  gondola  were  light- 
ing the  lamps. 

"  Madame  and  monsieur  will  find  this  table  removed 
from  all  chance  visitors,"  the  proprietor  declared.  "  If 
the  dinner  is  not  perfect,  permit  that  I  wait  upon  you 
again.  A  word  to  the  waiter  and  I  arrive.  Madame! 
Monsieur ! " 

He  retreated,  with  a  bow  to  each.  Julien,  with  a 
little  laugh,  took  his  place  at  the  table. 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  "  your  entertainment  is  charm- 
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"The  entertainment  is  nothing,"  Madame  replied, 
"but  here  at  least  is  one  advantage  —  we  are  really 
alone.  I  do  not  know  how  you  feel,  but  the  greatest 
rest  in  life  to  me  is  sometimes  the  solitude.  There  is 
no  one  overlooking  us,  there  is  no  one  likely  to  pass 
whom  we  know.  We  are  virtually  cut  off  from  all  those 
who  know  us  or  whom  we  know.  My  friend,  I  would  like 
you  to  remember  this  our  first  evening.  Talk,  if  you 
will,  or  be  silent.  For  me  it  is  equal.  I,  too,  have 
thoughts  which  I  can  summon  at  any  time  to  bear  me 
company.  And  there  is  the  river.  Do  you  hear  the 
soft  flow  of  it,  and  the  rustle  of  the  breeze  in  the 
shrubs,  the  perfumes,  and  —  listen  —  the  music?  Ah! 
Sir  Julien,  I  think  that  we  give  you  over  here  some 
things  which  you  do  not  easily  find  in  your  own  country." 

"You  are  right,"  he  agreed  slowly.  "You  give 
us  a  better  climate,  more  sympathetic  companionship, 
a  tenderer  chicken,  a  more  artistic  salad." 

"At  heart  you  are  a  materialist,  I  perceive,"  she 
declared. 
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"  We  all  are,"  he  admitted.  "  Everything  depends 
upon  our  power  of  concealment." 

The  service  of  dinner  commenced  almost  at  once. 
There  was  something  excessively  peaceful  in  the  scene. 
The  tables  were  so  arranged  that  one  heard  nothing  of 
the  clatter  of  crockery.  The  murmur  of  voices  came 
like  a  pleasant  undernote.  They  talked  lightly  for 
some  time  of  the  English  theatres,  of  the  stage  gen- 
erally, some  recent  memoirs  —  anything  that  came  into 
their  heads.  Then  Julien  was  silent  for  several  minutes. 
He  leaned  slightly  across  the  table.  Their  own  lamp 
was  lit  now  and  through  the  velvety  dusk  her  eyes 
seemed  to  glow  with  a  new  beauty. 

**  Tell  me,"  he  begged,  **  you  spoke  of  yourself  a  little 
time  ago  as  though  you  might  have  a  personality  at 
which  I  ought  to  have  guessed.  Are  you  a  woman  of 
Societv,  or  an  artist,  or  merely  an  idler?  " 

"  I  have  known  something  of  Society,"  she  replied. 
"  I  believe  I  may  say  that  I  am  something  of  an  artist. 
It  is  very  certain  that  I  am  not  an  idler.  Why  ask 
me  these  questions?  Let  us  forget  to  be  serious  to- 
night. Let  us  remember  only  that  we  are  companions, 
and  that  the  hours,  as  they  pass,  are  pleasant." 

"  It  is  a  philosophy,"  he  murmured,  "  which  brings 
its  own  retribution." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  All  happiness  is  lost,"  she  declared,  "  the  moment 
you  begin  to  try  and  define  it.  It  is  a  sensation,  not 
a  state  of  being.  Let  us  drift.  The  waters  are  not 
dangerous  for  you  or  for  me." 

Her  words  chilled  him  with  a  sudden  memory.  Then, 
in  the  act  of  helping  himself  to  wine,  he  paused.  Some 
one  had  taken  the  table  nearest  to  them,  dimly  visible 
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through  the  laurel  bushes.     He  heard  the  voice  of  the 
man  who  had  been  with  Foster,  giving  the  orders. 

"Listen!" 

There  was  no  need  for  him  to  have  spoken.  Curiously 
enough,  Madame  Christophor  seemed  also  to  have  recog- 
nized the  voice.  Her  hand  fell  upon  JuHen's.  He  looked 
at  her  in  surprise.  Her  cheeks  were  blanched,  her  eyes 
blazing. 

"You  hear  that  voice?**  she  whispered. 

Julien  nodded. 

"  It  is  the  voice  of  the  only  person  in  the  world,**  she 
continued,  "  whom  I  absolutely  hate." 

"  You  know  whose  it  is,  then  ?  " 

"  Of  course !  '*  she  replied. 

"So  do  I,"  he  muttered.  "I  have  never  seen  the 
man's  face,  but  I  know  a  little  about  him.'* 

She  shivered. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  "  let  us  have  our  coffee  later. 
We  have  finished  dinner  and  the  moon  is  coming  up. 
If  we  walk  to  the  bottom  there,  we  shall  see  it  from  the 
bend  of  the  river,  and  we  shall  escape  from  those  men." 

He  rose  hastily  to  his  feet.  She  led  the  way  down 
the  path.  Here  and  there  they  caught  a  glimpse  of 
other  tables  as  they  passed  —  little  parties  of  two  or 
four,  all  very  gay.  Madame  breathed  more  freely  as 
they  progressed.  Presently  they  passed  through  an 
iron  gate  into  a  field,  already  half-mown  The  perfume 
of  the  fresh-cut  grass  came  to  them  with  an  almost 
overpowering  sweetness.    Her  hand  fell  upon  his  arm. 

"  Forgive  me,"  she  begged,  "  I  am  not  really  a  weak 
woman.  I  do  not  think  that  there  is  any  other  sound 
in  life  which  I  hate  so  much  as  the  sound  of  that  voice.'* 

They  walked  in  silence  along  the  narrow  path.     Soon 
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they  reached  the  edge  of  the  river.  A  few  steps  further 
on  was  a  seat,  of  which  they  took  possession.  In  the 
distance  the  gondola,  on  fire  now  with  lamps,  was  play- 
ing a  waltz.  A  bat  flew  for  a  moment  about  their  heads. 
Somewhere  in  the  woods  a  long  way  down  the  river  a 
nightingale  was  singing. 

**  I  am  not  often  so  foolish,"  she  murmured.  "  Once 
—  let  me  tell  you  this  —  once  I  had  a  dear  little  friend. 
She  was  very  sweet,  but  a  little  too  trusting,  too  simple 
for  the  life  here.  She  found  a  lover.  She  thought  she 
had  found  the  happiness  of  her  life.  Poor  child !  For 
a  month,  perhaps,  she  was  happy.  Then  he  forced  her 
to  give  up  her  little  home  and  her  savings  and  go  upon 
the  stage.  He  preferred  a  mistress  from  the  theatres. 
She  worked  hard,  but,  sweetly  pretty  though  she  was, 
she  was  not  very  successful.  Then  she  caught  cold. 
She  began  to  lose  her  health  —  and  she  lost  her  lover." 

"Brute!" 

"  The  child  got  worse,"  madame  went  on.  "  Pres- 
ently they  told  her  that  it  was  consumption.  She  went 
to  a  hospital  and  she  wrote  a  pathetic  little  note  to  the 
man.  He  tore  it  up.  There  had  been  an  article  in 
the  papers  a  few  weeks  before  proving  that  consumption 
was  among  the  diseases  which  were  more  or  less  infec- 
tious. He  sent  her  a  few  brutal  lines  and  a  trifle  of 
money,  with  a  warning  that  there  was  to  be  no  more. 
He  never  went  to  see  her.  The  child  grew  worse.  I 
used  to  sit  with  her  sometimes.  I  saw  her  look  down 
upon  the  river,  almost  as  we  are  looking  now,  and  her 
eyes  would  grow  soft  and  wet  with  tears,  and  she  would 
tell  me  in  whispers  of  the  evenings  she  had  spent  with 
him,  when  the  love  had  first  come,  and  how  sweet  and 
tender  he  was.     There  must  be  something  wrong,  she 
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was  sure.  He  did  not  understand,  he  could  not  know 
how  m  she  really  was.  She  prayed  for  the  sight  of 
hun.  I  put  her  off  with  one  excuse  after  another,  but 
one  day  fhe  fear  of  death  was  in  her  eyes,  the  terror 
came  to  her,  she  was  afraid.  She  was  afraid  of  dying 
alone,  of  going  into  a  strange  country,  no  one  to  hold 
her.  I  went  to  the  man,  I  begged  him  to  come  and  see 
her.  He  scoffed  at  me.  If  she  had  consumption,  she 
was  better  dead.  He  would  have  flirted  with  me  if  I 
had  let  him.  I  can  hear  his  voice  now  —  brutal,  jeering, 
hideous!  It  was  the  voice.  Sir  Julien,  which  we  heard 
ten  mmutes  ago  at  the  next  table.  Do  you  wonder  that 
I  hate  it?  " 

"And  the  little  girl?  »  he  asked. 

"When  I  returned  without  him,"  she  answered,  " the 
little  girl  was  dead." 

They  were  both  silent,  listening  to  the  splash  of  the 
water  and  to  the  distant  music. 

"  Life  is  like  that,"  she  went  on.  «  We  pass  through 
lUightly  enough,  but  Heaven  only  knows  the  number  of 
little  tragedies  against  which  our  skirts  must  brush. 
Sometimes  they  leave  impressions,  sometimes  we  grow 
callous,  but  the  horror  of  that  man's  voice  will  stay 
with  me  always.  .  .  .  Shall  we  go  back  now?  You 
would  like  your  coffee." 

"  Sit  here  for  five  minutes  more,"  he  begged.  "  Tell 
me,  did  you  know  that  the  man  was  a  spy?  " 

She  looked  at  him  <;uriously. 

"  How  is  it  that  you  know  so  much  about  him?  '♦ 

"  He  is  sitting  there  with  an  Englishman  who  comes 

from  our  Intelligence  Department,"  Julien  explained. 

They  were  speaking  together  of  some  one  —  I  believe 

It  was  myself— speaking  in  none  too  friendly  terms. 
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There  was  a  woman,  too,  whose  name  they  coupled  with 
mine,  but  I  could  not  hear  that.  I  made  some  inquiries 
about  the  man.  I  was  told  that  he  was  in  the  suite  of 
the  German  Ambassador.'* 

She  nodded. 

"  Whoever  or  whatever  he  is,"  she  said,  "  he  is  some- 
thing to  be  abhorred.  Hush !  There  is  some  one  com- 
ing down  the  footpath." 

They  sat  quite  silent.  Some  instinct  seemed  to  tell 
them  who  it  was.  Suddenly  they  heard  the  voice  — 
rasping,  unpleasant. 

"  You  have  bungled  the  affair,  Foster.  It  is  not 
well-managed;  it  is  not  clever.  You  were  to  have 
brought  him  to  me,  to  have  let  me  know  the  instant 
he  reached  Paris.  I  would  have  seen  him.  Just  as  he 
was,  I  should  have  succeeded.  Now  it  may  be  that  this 
woman  has  warned  him  already.  She  is  very  clever. 
If  she  has  him,  he  will  not  escape." 

Foster's  voice  was  inaudible,  but  whatever  he  said 
seemed  to  anger  his  companion. 

"  Thunder  and  lightning ! "  they  heard  the  man  ex- 
claim. "  Am  I  a  fool  that  you  talk  to  me  like  this? 
Yes,  I  go  to  him  —  I  go  to  him  to-night,  but  I  tell  you 
that  it  is  too  late!  If  it  is  too  late,  there  is  but  one 
thing  to  be  done.    You  are  a  coward,  Foster !  '* 

They  came  out  into  thp  open,  on  the  path  which 
fringed  the  river,  and  they  were  immediately  silent. 
They  came  strolling  along  and.  noticed  for  the  first 
time  the  two  figures  upon  the  seat.  Instantly  they  be- 
gan to  talk  upon  some  local  subject.  No  escape  was 
possible.  In  a  few  minutes  they  were  opposite  the 
bench.  Foster  started  a  little.  The  other  man's  face 
darkened.    He  ventured  upon  a  bow.     Madame  Chris- 
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tophor  looked  at  him  as  one  might  look  upon  some 
strange  animal.  Foster  hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  his 
companion  pushed  him  along. 

"I  think,"  she  whispered,  "that  that  man  would  like 
to  do  me  an  injury." 

Julien  was  watching  their  retreating  forms. 

"  I  don't  understand  what  Foster  is  doing  there,  or 
what  the  dickers  they  were  talking  about,"  he  said 
thoughtfully.  "  I  think  if  you  don't  mind,"  he  added, 
"  we  will  return.** 

"Why  are  you  so  suddenly  uneasy?  "  she  asked. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Apparently,"  he  answered,  «  you  know  who  I  am 
and  everything  about  me.  I,  on  the  other  hand,  am 
ignorant  almost  of  your  very  name.  There  are  certain 
circumstances  connected  with  my  late  career  which  make 
it  inadvisable  —  ** 

"Oh,  I  know  all  that  you  are  going  to  say!"  she 
interrupted.  "But  ask  yourself.  Have  I  made  any 
attempt  whatever  to  ask  you  a  single  unbecoming 
question?*' 

"  You  certainly  have  not,"  he  confessed. 

"  Your  little  friend  returns,"  she  whispered.    "  See !  '* 

Foster  came  back  to  them,  slowly,  with  reluctant  foot- 
steps. He  had  the  appearance  of  a  man  bent  upon  a 
mission  which  he  dislikes. 

"  Sir  Julien,"  he  said,  as  he  drew  near,  "  would  you 
grant  me  a  moment's  irterview?  " 

Julien  looked  at  him. 
^^  "  You  probably  know  my  address,"  he  replied  coldly. 
"You  can  call  there  and  see  me.     At  present  I  am 
engaged." 

"Sir  Julien,  the  matter  is   of  some  importance,'* 
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Foster  persisted.  "  I  have  a  friend  who  is  anxious  to 
meet  you.  It  would  be  an  affair  of  a  few  words  only, 
and  perhaps  an  appointment  afterwards." 

"  Is  the  friend  to  whom  you  refer  the  person  with 
whom  you  were  walking  just  now?  "  Julien  inquired. 

"  Yes ! "  Foster  admitted.  "If  you  can  spare  me  a 
moment  I  can  explain  —  " 

"You  need  explain  nothing,"  Julien  interrupted. 
"  Understand,  please,  that  I  decline  absolutely  to  make 
that  person's  acquaintance." 

Foster  looked  away  from  Sir  Julien  to  the  woman 
who  stood  by  his  side. 

"Am  I  to  take  this  as  final?"  he  asked. 

Julien  turned  on  his  heel. 

"  Absolutely,"  he  said.  « The  little  I  know  of  the 
person  with  whom  you  seem  to  be  spending  the  evening 
makes  me  feel  more  inclined  to  pitch  him  into  the  river 
than  to  make  his  acquaintance.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
Foster,  I  don't  know,  of  course,  under  what  instructions 
you  are  acting  over  here,  but  I  should  not  have  con- 
sidered him  exactly  a  companion  for  you." 

Foster  started.  A  new  fear  had  suddenly  broken  in 
upon  him. 

"  I  am  doing  my  best  to  carry  out  instructions,  sir," 
he  declared.  "  I  do  not  understand  why  you  should 
take  so  prejudiced  a  view  of  my  friend." 

"  It  is,  perhaps,"  Julien  replied,  "  because  I  know 
more  about  him  than  you  seem  to.    Good  night !  " 

They  walked  slowly  back  to  the  gardens.  The  woman 
was  thoughtful. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  she  said,  "  that  those  people  came 
along  to  spoil  our  first  evening  together.  I  am  glad, 
though,  that  you  refused  to  meet  the  German.     All 
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that  he  would  have  done  would  have  been  to  try  and 
fill  your  mind  with  suspicions  of  me.  Uaven*t  you 
found  me  harmless?  '* 

**  I  am  not  sure,"  he  answered. 

She  laughed  softly. 

**  Ah,  me !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  I  gave  you  an  opening, 
didn't  I,  and  one  must  remember  that  of  late  years 
the  men  of  your  nation  have  established  a  reputation 
over  here  for  gallantry.  Harmless,  at  least,  so  far  as 
regards  tearing  political  secrets  from  your  bosom?  " 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,"  Julien  remarked,  "  there  are 
not  so  many  secrets  between  France  and  England,  are 
there?" 

"  Thanks  in  some  measure  to  you,"  she  reminded 
him.  **  You  take  it  for  granted,  I  notice,  that  I  am  a 
Frenchwoman.** 

He  looked  at  her  in  great  surprise. 

"Why,  indeed,  yes!    Is  there  any  doubt  about  it?** 

"  Mv  mother  was  an  American,'*  she  told  him. 

"  Tell  me  your  real  name  ?  "  he  asked  suddenly. 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  am  going  to  beg  you  not  to 
try  and  discover  it.  Let  us  remain  as  we  are  for  a 
little  time.  You  are  lonely  here  and  you  need  com- 
panionship, and  I  am  very  much  in  the  same  position. 
You  are  a  hater  of  women  and  I  have  sworn  eternal 
enmity  against  all  men.  We  are  so  safe,  and  solitude 
is  bad  for  us.'* 

He  smiled. 

"  You  are  very  kind,*'  he  said,  "  but  as  for  me,  I  am 
only  starting  my  wanderings.  I  want  to  go  on  through 
Algiers  to  Morocco,  to  Egypt,  and  later  to  the  east. 
I  never  meant  to  stay  long  in  Paris." 

"  I  do  not  blame  you,"  she  declared.     "  Sooner  or 
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later  you  must  find  your  way  where  the  battle  is.  Paris 
is  not  a  city  for  men.  One  loiters  here  for  a  time, 
but  one  passes  on  always.  Never  mind,  while  you  stay 
here  I  shall  claim  you." 

They  drove  back  to  Paris  through  the  perfumed  still- 
ness of  the  long  spring  night.  Madame  had  instructed 
her  chauffeur  to  i  ive  slowly,  and  more  than  one  auto- 
mobile rushed  past  them,  with  flaring  lights  and  sound- 
ing horn.  In  one  they  caught  a  glimpse  of  Foster  and 
his  companion,  whispering  together  as  they  raced  by. 
Madame  half  closed  her  eyes  with  a  little  shiver. 

"  Those  men  again !  **  she  exclaimed.  "  They  say  that 
Estermen  never  abandons  a  chase.  You  may  still  find 
him  waiting  for  you  in  your  hotel!  ** 
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Ik  the  front  row  of  balcony  tables  at  the  CaU  des 
Ambassadeurs  was  one  which  had  been  transformed 
into  a  veritable  bower  of  pink  roses.  The  florists  had 
been  at  work  upon  it  s''nce  early  in  the  afternoon,  and 
their  labors  were  only  just  concluded  as  the  guests  of 
the  restaurant  were  beginning  to  arrive.  Henri,  the 
chief  maitre  d'hotelt  had  personally  superintended  its 
construction.  He  stood  looking  at  the  result  of  their 
labors  now  with  a  well-satisfied  aspect. 

"But  it  is  perfect,'*  he  declared.  "The  orders  of 
Monsieur  Freudenberg  have  indeed  been  delightfully 
carried  out.  You  will  present  the  account  as  usual, 
mademoiselle,"  he  directed  the  florist,  who  in  her  black 
frock,  a  little  hot  and  flushed  with  her  labors,  was  stand- 
ing by  his  side.  "  Remember  monsieur  is  well  able  to 
pay." 

"  It  is,  perhaps,  a  prince  who  dines  in  such  state?  " 
the  girl  inquired. 

The  mmtre  d'hotel  smiled. 

"  It  is,  on  the  contrary,"  he  told  her,  "  a  maker  of 
toys  from  Germany." 

She  made  a  little  grimace. 
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"And  to  think  that  my  back  ache»,  that  I  have 
pricked  my«elf  io,"  she  exclaimed,  showing  the  scarred 
tips  of  her  fiugers,  "  for  the  sake  of  a  toymaker  from 
Germany!  But  it  is  not  like  you,  Henri,  to  disturb 
yourself  so  for  anything  less  than  a  prince." 

Henri,  who  was  a  sleek  and  handsome  man,  with  black 
moustache  and  imperial,  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"  Ah !  mademoiselle,"  he  said,  *♦  when  you  have  livt>d 
as  long  as  I,  you  wi"  know  that  the  times  indeed  have 
changed.  It  is  no  longer  the  princes  of  the  world  to 
whom  one  gives  one*s  best  service.  It  is  those  who 
carry  the  heaviest  money  bags  who  command  it." 

**WeU,  well,'  she  replied,  "that  is  perhaps  true. 
Yet  in  our  little  shop  in  the  Rue  de  la  Paix  we  do  not 
always  find  that  it  is  those  with  the  heaviest  money 
bags  who  pay  us  most  generously  for  our  flowers.  I 
would  sooner  serve  a  bankrupt  aristocrat  than  a  wealthy 
shopkeeper.  If  they  pay  at  all,  these  aristocrats,  they 
pay  well." 

Henri  stretched  out  his  hands. 

"Mademoiselle,  there  are  shopkeepers  who  are  also 
princes.  My  client  of  this  evening  is  one  of  those. 
Behold,  he  comes !    Pardon !  " 

The  man  for  whom  these  great  preparations  had  been 
made  stood  in  the  entrance  of  the  restaurant,  waiting 
for  the  woman  who  was  giving  her  cloak  to  the  veatiaire. 
He  was  tall  and  thin,  dressed  rather  severely,  with  a 
black  tie  and  short  coat,  a  monocle  which  hung  from 
his  neck  with  a  black  ribbon.  His  face  was  unusually 
long,  his  eyes  deep-set,  his  mouth  set  firm  on  a  some- 
what protuberant  jaw,  with  lines  at  the  comers  which 
somehow  suggested  humor.  When  he  8dw  Hem  5  he 
nodded. 
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♦*  Once  more,  Henri,"  he  remarkeo,  with  a  little  imile, 
**oncc  more  in  my  beloved  Pari*!** 

*' Monsieur  ii  always  welcome,**  Henri  declared, 
bowing  to  the  ground.  "Paris  is  the  gayer  for  hi* 
coming." 

"  You  are  indeed  a  nation  of  courtiers !  **  Herr  Carl 
Freudenberg  exclaimed.  "What  German  OberMlner 
would  have  thought  of  a  speech  like  that  to  a  French- 
man finding  himself  in  Berlin!  Ah!  Henri,  you  try, 
all  of  you,  to  spoil  me  here.  Is  it  not  so,  mademoicelle?  ** 
he  added,  turning  with  a  bow  and  a  smile  to  the  girl 
who  stood  now  by  his  side.  «  Henri  here  speaks  honied 
words  to  me  always.  The  wonder  to  me  is  that  I 
am  ever  able  to  tear  myself  away  from  this  city  of 
fascination.** 

*'lf  we  could  krsp  monsieur,'*  the  giri  murmured, 
siriling  at  '  <  .nri,  "  I  think  that  we  should  all  be  very 
well  cjntent." 

Herr  Freudenberg  made  a  little  grimace. 

"  But  my  toys ! '»  he  cried.  «  Who  is  there  in  Ger- 
many could  make  such  toys  as  I  and  my  factory  people? 
The  world  would  be  sad  indeed  —  the  world  of  children, 
T  mean  —  if  my  factory  were  to  close  down  or  my  de- 
siftiiers  should  lose  their  cunning.'* 

"  Is  it  the  greatest  ambition  of  monsieur,"  the  girl 
asked,  « to  amuse  and  make  happy  the  worid  of  chil- 
dren? Have  not  the  worid  of  grown  people  -jome 
claims  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  will,  I  trust,  and  niadame,"  Henri  de- 
clared, as  they  moved  slowly  forward,  «  find  much  to 
admire  in  the  table  which  has  been  prepared  for  them 
th;s  evening.  It  is  by  the  orders  of  monsieur  so  en- 
closed that  here  one  may  talk  without  fear  of  obser- 
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vation.  And  the  perfume  of  these  roses,  every  one  of 
which  has  been  selected,  is  a  wonderful  thing.  It  is 
indeed  a  work  of  art." 

Herr  Freudenberg  turned  deliberately  on  one  side 
where  the  little  flower  girl  was  still  lingering. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  "  something  tells  me  that 
it  is  you  whom  we  have  to  thank  for  this  adorable 
creation.  It  is  indeed  a  work  of  supreme  art.  If 
mademoiselle  would  permit !  " 

He  slipped  a  crumpled  note  into  her  fingers,  so 
quietly  and  unostentatiously  that  it  was  there  and  in 
her  pocket  before  any  one  had  time  to  notice  it.  She 
went  out  murmuring  to  herself. 

"  He  is  a  prince,  this  monsieur  —  a  veritable 
prince ! " 

"  For  your  dinner,"  Henri  announced,  as  they  seated 
themselves  in  their  places,  "  I  have  no  word  to  tell 
you.  I  spare  you,  as  you  see,  the  barbarity  of  a  menu. 
What  will  come  to  you,  monsieur  and  madame,  is  at 
least  of  our  best.  I  can  promise  that.  And  the  wine 
is  such  as  I  myself  have  selected,  knowing  well  the  taste 
of  monsieur." 

"  AuJ  of  madame  also,  I  trust?  "  Herr  Freudenberg 
remarked. 

"Ah!  monsieur,"  Henri  continued,  "when  monsieur 
i  not  in  Paris,  madame  is  invisible.     Not  once  since 
I  last  had  this  pleasure  of  waiting  upon  you,  have  I 
had  the  joy  of  seeing  her." 

Herr  Freudenberg  looked  across  the  table  at  his 
companion  with  twinkling  '  ves. 

"  This  is  a  city  of  conspirators,"  he  declared.  "  You 
make  a  man  vain  and  happy  and  joyous  at  the  same 
time.     Let  your  dinner  be  served,  then,  Henri.     Since 
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I  was  in  Paris  last  I  have  eaten  many  times,  but  I  have 
not  dined.'* 

The  maitre  d'hotel  departed,  but  for  the  next  hour 
or  so  his  eyes  were  seldom  far  away  from  the  table 
where  sat  his  most  esteemed  client.  Once  or  twice, 
others  of  the  diners  sent  for  him. 

"  Henri,'*  one  asked,  and  then  another,  "  tell  us,  who 
is  it  that  dines  like  a  prince  under  the  canopy  of  pink 
roses?  " 

Henri  smiled. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  replied,  "  it  is  Herr  Carl  Freuden- 
berg  of  Leipzig.** 

"Herr  Carl  Freudenberg  of  Leipzig  —  but  who  is 
he?'* 

"  He  is  a  great  manufacturer  of  toys,  monsieur." 

"  A  German !  **  one  muttered. 

"It  is  they  who  are  spoiling  Paris,*'  another 
grumbled. 

"  They  have  at  least  the  money !  *» 

One  woman  alone  shook  her  head. 

"  It  is  not  money  only,**  she  murmured,  "  which  buys 
these  things  here  from  Henri.**  .  .  . 

The  companion  of  Herr  Carl  Freudenberg  was,  with- 
out doubt,  as  charming  as  she  appeared,  for  Herr 
Freudenbeig  certainly  enjoyed  his  dinner  as  a  man 
should.  Nor  were  those  lines  of  humor  engraven  about 
his  mouth  for  -othing,  to  judge  by  the  frequent  peals 
of  laughter  fr».m  mademoiselle.  Towards  the  close  of 
dinner,  Henri  himself  carried  to  them  a  superb  violet 
ice,  with  real  flowers  around  the  dish  and  an  electric 
light  burning  in  the  middle. 

"  For  two  days,  madame,"  he  announced,  "  our  chef 
has  dreamed  of  this.     It  is  a  creation.** 
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"  It  is  exquisite !  "  mademoiselle  cried,  with  a  gesture 
of  delight.  "  Never  in  my  life  have  I  seen  anything  so 
wonderful." 

"Henri,"  ''^rr  Freudenberg  said  in  an  aside,  "you 
will  present  y  compliments  to  the  chef.  You  will 
shake  him  by  the  hand  from  me.  You  will  double  the 
little  affair  which  passes  between  us.  Tell  him  that  it 
comes  from  one  who  appreciates  the  work  of  a  great 
artist,  even  though  his  French  thickens  a  little  in  his 
throat." 

Henri  bowed  low. 

"  If  monsieur's  body  is  German,"  he  declared,  "  his 
soul  at  least  belongs  to  the  land  of  rou.ance." 

They  were  alone  again  and  the  girl  leaned  across  the 
table. 

"  Monsieur,"  she  murmured,  "  it  is  cruel  of  you  to 
come  so  seldom.  You  see  what  you  do?  You  spoil  the 
keepers  of  our  restaurants,  you  steal  away  the  hearts 
of  your  poor  little  companions,  and  then  —  one  night 
or  two,  perhaps,  and  it  is  over.  Monsieur  Freudenberg 
has  gone.     The  earth  swallows  him." 

"  Back  to  my  toys,  mademoiselle,"  he  whispered. 
"  One  has  one's  work." 

She  looked  at  him  long  and  tenderly. 

"  Monsieur,"  she  said,  "  it  is  two  months,  a  week 
and  three  days  since  you  were  in  Paris.  Since  then  I 
have  sung  and  danced,  night  by  night,  but  my  heart  has 
never  been  gay.  Come  oftener,  monsieur,  or  may  one 
not  sometimes  cross  the  frontier  and  learn  a  little  of 
your  barbarous  country?  " 

For  the  first  time  the  faintest  shadow  of  gravity 
crossed  his  face. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  replied,  "  alas !     The  world 
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fuU  of  hard  places.  Behold  me!  When  I  am  here, 
I  am  your  devoted  and  admiring  slave,  but  believe  me 
that  when  I  leave  Paris  and  set  my  face  eastwards,  I 
do  not  exist.  Dear  Marguerite,  it  hurts  me  to  repeat 
this  —  I  do  not  exist." 

She  looked  down  into  her  plate. 

"I  understand,"  she  murmured.  "You  said  it  to 
me  once  before.  Have  I  not  always  been  discreet? 
Have  I  ever  with  the  slightest  word  disobeyed  you?" 

"  Nor  wiU  you  ever,  dear  Marguerite,"  he  declared 
confidently,  «  for  if  you  did  it  would  be  the  end.  In 
the  city  where  I  make  my  toys,  life  as  we  live  it  here 
IS  not  known.  It  is  not  i.jcognized.  And  there  is  one's 
work  in  the  world." 

She  looked  up  from  her  plate.  Her  expression  had 
changed. 

"  It  was  foolish  of  me,"  she  whispered.  «  To-night 
IS  one  of  those  nights  in  Heaven  for  which  I  spend  all 
my  days  longing.  I  think  no  more  of  the  future.  You 
are  here.    Tell  me,  from  here  —  where?  "    • 

"To  the  Opera.  I  have  engaged  the  box  that  you 
prefer  We  arrive  for  the  last  act  of  *  Samson  et 
Dahla    and  for  the  ballet." 

"And  afterwards?" 

"To  the  Abbaye.  After  that,  there  is  the  Rat  Mort 
-  Albert  must  not  be  disappointed  -  and  a  new  place, 
thoy  tell  me.    One  must  see  all  these  new  places." 

'  And  we  leave  here  soon?  " 

"  You  are  impatient !  " 

"Only    to    be    alone    with    you,"    she    answered. 
t^yen     hose    few    moments    in    the    automobile    are 
precious." 

He  smiled  at  her  across  the  table.     She  was  very 
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pretty  with  her  fair  hair  and  dark  eyes,  very  Parisian, 
and  yet  with  a  shade  of  graceful  seriousness  about  her 
eyes  and  mouth. 

"  Dear  Marguerite,"  he  said,  "  I  wait  only  for  one 
of  my  agents  who  comes  to  speak  to  me  on  a  matter 
of  business.  He  is  due  almost  at  this  moment.  After 
he  has  been  here,  then  we  go.  Cannot  you  believe,"  he 
whispered,  dropping  his  voice  a  little  and  leaning 
slightly  across  the  table,  "  that  I,  too,  will  love  to  feel 
your  d  fingers  in  mine,  your  lips,  perhaps,  for  a 
moment,  as  we  pass  to  the  Opera?  " 

"  It  is  a  joy  one  must  snatch,"  she  murmured. 

**  There  is  no  joy  in  life,"  he  replied,  *'  which 
is  not  the  sweeter  for  being  snatched,  and  snatched 
quickly." 

"  And  you  a  German ! "  she  sighed. 

Henri  appeared  once  more,  and  after  him  Estermcn. 
Herr  Freudenberg,  with  a  word  of  excuse  to  his  com- 
panion, turned  to  greet  the  newcomer. 

«  Well?  " 

Estermen  stood  quite  close  to  the  table.  He  was  dis- 
tinctly ill  at  ease. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  said,  "  I  have  done  my  best. 
It  was  impossible  for  me  to  obtain  an  introduction  to 
this  customer." 

"Impossible?  "  Herr  Freudenberg  repeated,  his  face 
suddenly  becoming  stony. 

"  Let  me  explain,"  Estermen  continued  hastily.  "  This 
customer  arrived  in  Paris  last  night  or  early  this  morn- 
ing. He  was  called  upon  at  once  by  a  lady  who  lives 
in  the  Avenue  de  St.  Paul.  She  has  told  him  a  little 
story  about  me  —  I  am  sure  of  it.  He  has  refused  to 
make  my  acquaintance." 
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"  And  you  were  content?  " 

Estermen  spread  out  his  pudgy  hands. 

"What  can  one  do?"  he  muttered.  "The  man  is 
quick-tempered.  He  dined  to-night  in  the  country  at 
the  Maison  Leon  d'Or  with  madame.  It  was  there 
that  I  sought  an  introduction  with  him.  It  was  im- 
possible for  me  to  force  myself." 

"  You  know  where  to  find  him,  I  suppose?  " 

"  I  know  the  hotel  at  which  he  is  staying." 

"Make  it  your  business  to  find  him,"  Herr  Freu- 
denberg  ordered.  "  Bring  him  with  you,  if  before  one 
o'clock  to  the  Abbaye  Thelfeme;  if  afterwards,  to  the 
Rat  Mort." 

Esterm'     looked  stolidly  puzzled. 

"Am  I  to  mention  the  subject  of  the  toy»  of  Herr 
Freudenberg's  manufacture?  " 

Herr  Freudenberg  tore  a  comer  from  the  programme 
which  lay  on  the  table  between  them,  and  wrote  a  single 
word  upon  it. 

"Study  that  at  your  leisure,  my  friend,"  he  said. 
"Pay  attention  to  the  task  I  impose  upon  you. 
Nothing  is  more  important  in  my  visit  to  Paris 
than  that  I  should  make  the  acquaintance  of  this 
person.  Much  depends  upon  it.  I  rely  upon  you, 
Estermen." 

Estermen  thrust  the  morsel  of  paper  into  his  waist- 
coat pocket.  Then  he  leaned  a  little  closer  to  this 
man  who  seemed  to  be  his  master. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  began,  "  I  spoke  of  a  lady 
in  the  Avenue  do  St.  Paul,  the  companion  to-night  of 
the  person  whose  acquaintance  you  are  anxious  to 
make." 

"  VVTiat  of  her?  "  Herr  Freudenberg'  asked  calmly. 
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"  There  are  many  ladies,  without  a  doubt,  who  live  in 
the  Avenue  de  St.  Paul." 

"  The  name  of  this  one,"  Estermen  continued  slowly, 
"  is  Madame  Christophor." 

Herr  Freudenberg  sat  quite  still  in  his  place.  His 
eyes  se^^med  fixed  upon  a  cluster  of  the  roses  which  hung 
down  from  the  other  side  of  the  sweet-smelling  barrier 
by  which  they  were  surrounded.  Yet  something  had 
gone  out  of  his  face,  something  fresh  had  arrived.  The 
half  contemptuous  curl  of  the  lips  was  finished.  His 
mouth  now  was  straight  and  hard,  his  eyes  set,  the  deep 
lines  upon  his  forehead  and  around  his  mouth  were 
suddenly  insistent.  He  sat  so  motionless  that  his  face 
for  a  moment  seemed  as  though  it  were  fashioned  in 
wax.  Then  his  lips  moved,  he  spoke  in  a  whisper  which 
was  almost  inaudible. 

"Henriette!" 

From  across  the  table  his  companion  watched  him. 
At  first  she  was  puzzled.  When  she  heard  the  woman's 
name  which  came  so  softly  from  his  lips,  she  turned 
pale.  Herr  Freudenberg  recovered  from  his  fit  of  ab- 
straction almost  as  quickly  as  he  had  lapsed  into  it. 

"I  thank  you,  Estermen,"  he  declared.  "It  is  a 
coincidence,  this.  I  am  obliged  for  your  forethought 
in  mentioning  it.     Until  later,  then." 

The  man  made  a  somewhat  clumsy  bow,  glanced  ad- 
mir-ngly  at  Herr  Freudenberg's  companion,  and  de- 
parted. Herr  Freudenberg  was  shaking  his  head 
slowly. 

"I  fear,"  he  said  softly  to  himself,  "sometimes  I 
fear  that  I  am  not  so  well  served  as  might  be  in  Paris. 
Tlowever,  we  shall  see.  For  the  moment  let  us  banish 
these  dull  cares!    If  you  are  ready,  Marguerite,  I  think 
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I  might  suggest  that  the  nearer  way  to  the  Opera  is 
by  the  Champs  ^lys^es." 

She  rose  to  her  feet  and  gave  him  her  hand  for  a 
moment  as  she  passed. 

**  If  one  could  only  find  as  easily  the  way  to  your 
heart,  dear  maker  of  toys !  "  she  murmured. 


CHAPTER   XII 


AT   THE   BAT   MOBT 


JiTLiEN  had  been  back  in  the  hotel  about  half  an 
hour  and  in  his  room  barely  ten  minutes  when  he  was 
disturbed  by  a  knock  at  the  door.  Immediately  after- 
wards, to  his  amazement,  Estermen  entered. 

"What  the  devil  are  you  doing  up  here?**  Julien 
asked  angrily.     "  How  dare  you  follow  me  about ! " 

"  Sir  Julien,**  his  visitor  answered,  "  I  beg  that  you 
will  not  make  a  commotion.  It  was  perfectly  easy  for 
me  to  gain  admission  here.  It  will  be  perfectly  easy 
for  me,  if  it  becomes  necessary,  to  leave  without  trouble. 
I  ask  you  to  be  reasonable.  I  am  here.  Listen  to  what 
I  have  to  say.  You  are  prejudiced  against  me.  It  is 
not  fair.  You  have  spoken  with  a  woman  who  is  my 
enemy.  Give  me  leave,  at  least,  to  address  a  few  worc^ 
to  you.    You  will  not  be  the  loser.*' 

Julien  was  angry,  but  underneath  it  all  he  was  also 
curious. 

«  Well,  go  on,  then.'* 

"You  are  reasonable,'*  said  Estermen,  laying  his 
hat  and  stick  upon  the  bed.  "  Listen.  Your  story  is 
known  at  Berlin  as  well  as  in  Paris.  There  is  only 
one  opinion  concerning  it  and  that  is  that  you  have 
been  shamefully  treated.** 
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"I  am  not  asking  for  sympathy,  sir,"  Julien  an- 

cred  coldly. 

"  No.'  am  I  offering  it,"  the  other  returned.  "  I  am 
stating  facts.  There  are  many  who  do  not  hesitate 
tt  jay  that  you  have  been  made  the  victim  of  a  political 
plot,  conceived  among  the  members  of  your  own  party ; 
that  you  are  suffering  at  the  present  moment  from  your 
masterly  efforts  on  behalf  of  peace." 

"  Pray  go  on,"  Julien  invited.  "  I  consider  all  this 
grossly  impertinent,  but  I  am  willing  to  listen  to  what 
you  have  to  say." 

"The  greatest  man  in  Germany,"  Estermen  con- 
tinued, "when  he  heard  of  your  misfortune,  declared 
at  once  that  the  peace  of  Europe  was  no  longer  assured. 
I  am  here  to-night.  Sir  Julien,  without  credentials,  it 
is  true,  but  I  am  the  spokesman  of  a  very  great  person 
indeed.    He  is  anxious  to  know  your  plans." 

"  I  have  no  plans." 

"  Your  political  future,  then  —  " 

"I  have  no  political  future,"  Julien  interrupted. 
"That  is  finished  for  me." 

"But  the  thing  is  absurd!"  protested  Estermen. 
"There  is  no  other  man  but  you  capable  of  dealing 
tactfully  and  diplomatically  with  my  country.  Your 
blundering  predecessors  brought  us  twice  within  an 
ace  of  war.  If  the  man  takes  your  place  to  whom  rumor 
has  already  given  it,  I  give  Europe  six  weeks'  peace  — 
no  more.  We  are  a  sensitive  nation,  as  you  know.  You 
learned  how  to  humor  us.  No  one  before  you  tried. 
You  kept  your  alliance  with  France,  but  you  were  not 
afraid  to  show  us  the  open  hand.  There  are  those  in 
Berlin,  Sir  Julien,  who  consider  you  the  greatest  states- 
man England  ever  possessed." 
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"  I  listen,"  JuHen  «aid.    ♦'  Pray  proceed.** 

"  It  cannot  be,"  Estermen  went  on,  "  that  you  mean 
to  accept  the  situation?" 

"  I  have  no  alternative,"  Julicn  answered. 

"It  is  not,  then,  a  question  of  money?**  Estermen 
ventured  slowly.  "The  Press  tell  us  that  you  are 
poor." 

"Money,  in  this  case,  would  scarcely  help,"  Julicn 
remarked. 

"There  is  no  man  in  the  world  who  can  afford  to 
despise  the  power  of  money,'*  Estermon  said  quietly. 

"  Are  you  here  to  offer  me  any?  '* 

"  I  am  not.  Have  you  anything  to  give  in  exchance 
for  it?"  * 

Julicn  laughed  a  little  shortly. 

"I  imagined,"  he  declared,  "that  with  your  first 
remarks  you  had  climbed  to  the  dizziest  heights  of  im- 
pertinence. I  perceive  that  I  was  mistaken.  I  am  a  dis- 
carded minister,"  —  dryly.  "I  may  be  supposed  to 
have  in  my  possession  secrets  for  which  your  country 
would  pay.  Is  it  not  to  those  facts  that  I  am  indebted 
for  the  honor  of  this  visit?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  answered  Estermen.  "  Our  own 
Secret  Service  keeps  us  supplied  with  such  information 
as  we  desire.  My  object  in  seeking  you  is  this.  The 
Prince  von  Falkenberg  is  in  Paris  for  a  few  hours  only. 
He  wants  to  meet  you.  I  have  been  ordered  to  arrange 
this  meeting,  if  possible." 

Julien  did  not  attempt  to  conceal  his  interest. 

"Why  on  earth  didn't  you  say  so  at  once?"  he 
exclaimed.     "  What  does  he  want  of  me?  " 

Estermen  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Who  knows?     Who  knows  what  Falkenberg  ever 
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wants?  He  is  here,  there  and  everywhere  —  to-day 
in  Paris,  to-morrow  in  Berlin,  next  week  in  Moscow. 
Yet  it  is  he»  as  you  know  well,  who  shapes  the  whole 
destinies  of  my  country.  It  is  he  alone  in  whom  the 
Emperor  has  blind  and  absolute  confidence.  If  he  holds 
up  his  hand,  it  is  war.    If  he  holds  it  down,  it  is  peace. 

"What  does  he  do  in  Paris?"  Julien  inquired. 

Estermen  shook  his  head. 

♦*He  arrived  this  morning  and  disappeared.  To- 
night he  sent  me  orders  that  I  was  to  search  for 
you." 

"Where  is  he  liow?"  Julien  asked. 

"  At  eight  o'clock  to-night,"  Estermen  said,  "  he  de- 
clared himself  to  be  Herr  Carl  Freudcnberg,  dealer  in 
German  toys.  He  dressed,  dined  at  the  Ambassadeurs 
with  Mademoiselle  Ixe  from  the  Opera,  sent  for  me, 
learned  that  I  was  at  the  Maison  Leon  d'Or,  telephoned 
there,  and  all  for  this  one  thing  —  that  I  should  bring 
you  to  him  without  a  moment's  delay." 

"  But  where  is  he  now?  "  Jui.en  asked  again. 

Estermen  glanced  at  the  clock  and  at  a  piece  of 
paper  which  he  took  from  his  pocket. 

"  It  is  one  o'clock  within  a  few  minutes,"  he  re- 
marked. "  Herr  Freudenberg  is  either  at  the  Abbayc 
Thel^me  or  the  Rat  I^Iort." 

Julien  scarcely  hesitated. 

"  When  you  first  came  in,"  he  admitted,  «  I  felt  like 
throwing  you  out.  How  you  got  here  I  don't  know. 
I  suppose  it  is  no  use  complaining  to  the  hotel  people. 
But  there  is  no  man  on  the  face  of  this  earth  in  whom 
I  am  more  interested  than  Falkenberg.  I  shall  change 
my  clothes,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  am  at  your 
service.    Wait  for  me  downstairs." 
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Eatermen  drew  a  little  h  of  relief. 
•*  I  shall  await  yop  /  JuHen,"  he  declared. 
AH  Paris  seemed  to  be  seeking  distraction  as  they 
drove  in  the  automobile  along  the  Boulevard  des  Italicns. 
Julien  sat  with  folded  arms  in  the  comer  of  the  auto- 
mobile. He  had  uo  fancy  for  his  companion.  He  was 
anxious  lo  far  as  possible  to  avoid  speech  with  him. 
Estermen,  on  the  contrary,  seemed  only  too  desirous  of 
removing,  the  impression  of  dislike  of  which  he  was 
acutely  conscious.  He  talked  the  whole  of  the  time  of 
the  caf^s  and  the  women,  of  everything  he  thought  might 
be  interesting  to  his  companion.  Julien  listened  in 
grim  silence.    Only  once  he  interrupted. 

I*  What  brings  Herr  Friudenberg  to  Paris?  **  he  in- 
quired once  more. 

Estermen  was  suddenly  reticent. 
"He  has  affairs  here,"  he  said.  «*  He  is  also  like 
us  others  —  a  man  who  loves  his  pleasure.  You  will 
find  him  to-night  with  a  most  rharming  companion  — 
Mademoiselle  Ixe  of  the  Opera.  £efore  the  coming  of 
Herr  Freudenberg,  I  remember  her  well  —  the  com- 
panion at  times  of  many.  To-day  she  is  changed, 
triste  when  he  is  aot  here,  faithful  in  a  most  un- 
Parisianlike  manner." 

They  swung  round  to  the  left. 
"Herr  Freudenberg,"   Estermen  continued,   "is  a 
great  lover  of  the  night  life  of  Paris.     He  goes  from 
one  cafe  to  the  other.     He  is  untired,  sleepless.     He 
seems  to  find  inspiration  where  others  find  fatigue." 

Julien  raised  his  eyebrows,  but  he  said  nothing. 
These  were  not  his  impressions  of  the  man  whom  they 
were  seeking! 

They  drew  up  presently  at  the  doors  of  the  Abbaye 
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Theliroe.  There  were  crowds  of  people  trying  to  gain 
admiKiion.    Eatermen  elbowed  his  way  through. 

«*Herr  FreudenbcrgP "  he  asked  of  the  man  who 
stood  at  the  door. 

The  man's  forbidding  face  changed  like  magic. 

**Herr  Freud*  'erg  left  but  ten  minutes  ago  for 
the  Rat  Mort.  Those  who  inquired  for  him  were  to 
follow." 

Estermen  nodded  and  touched  Julicn  on  the  arm. 

"  We  will  walk,"  he  said.    "  It  is  at  the  comer  there." 

They  presented  themselves  at  the  doors  of  a  smaller 
and  dingier  caf^.  Estermen  elbowed  the  way  up  the 
narrow  stairs.  They  emerged  in  a  small  room,  bril- 
liantly lit  and  filled  with  people.  The  usual  little  band 
was  playing  gay  music.  A  corpulent  mmtre  d*h6tel 
bowed  as  they  appeared. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  Estermen  began. 

The  waiter's  bow  by  this  time  was  a  different  affair. 

"  Monsieur  will  follow  me,"  he  invited. 

At  the  comer  table  at  the  far  end  of  the  room  — 
the  most  desired  of  any --sat  Herr  Freudenberg  with 
Mademoiselle  Ixe  by  his  side.  They  met  the  flower 
girl  coming  away  with  empty  arms.  The  table  of  Herr 
Freudenberg  was  smothered  with  roses.  There  was  a 
shade  more  color  in  the  cheeks  of  Mademoiselle  Ixe, 
in  her  eyes  a  light  as  soft  as  any  which  the  eyes  of 
a  woman  who  loved  could  know.  Herr  Freudenberg, 
unruffled,  had  still  the  air  of  a  man  who  finds  life 
pleasant.  As  the  two  men  came  up  the  room,  he  rose 
aid  held  out  both  his  hands. 

"  Ah ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  it  is  indeed  my  friend  of 
Berlin!  Welcome,  dea'-  Sir  Julien!  We  meet  on  neu- 
tral groimd,  is  it  nc  c  so?    We  meet  now  in  the  city  of 
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pleasures.     Let  us  sit  for  a  little  time  and  talk,  and 
forget  that  you  and  I  once  wrote  a  chapter  together 
in  the  history  —  of  toymaking.     But  first,"  he  added, 
turning  to   Mademoiselle   Ixe,  "  mademoiselle  permits 
me  to  introduce  a  very  dear  and  cherished  acquaintance 
to  an  equally  dear  and  cherished  friend.     This  gentle- 
man, dear  Marguerite,  and  I  make  toys  in  different 
countries,  and  there  was  a  time  when  it  was  necessary 
for  us  to  consult  together.     So  he  came  to  Berlin  and 
I  have  never  forgotten  his  visit.    For  the  present,  join 
us,  dear  Julien.     You  permit  that  I  call  you  by  your 
first  name?     It  is  after  midnight,  and  after  midnight 
in  Paris  one  permits  everything.     Now  we  drink  to- 
gether, we  three,  for  Estermen  must  leave  us,  I  know. 
We  drink  together  to  the  making  of  toys,  the  building 
of  toy  palaces,  and  the  love  of  one  another.     Come, 
Monsieur  Albert,  see  that  your  sommelier  opens  that 
bottle  that  you  have  chosen  for  us  so  carefully,"  lie 
continued,  turning  to  the  manager  who  was  hovering 
close  at  hand.     "  This  is  a  meeting  and  we  need  the 
best  wine  that  ever  came  from  the  vineyards  of  France. 
A  dear  friend,  Albert.     Bow  low  to  him,  indeed,  for 
he  is  worthy  of  it.     Afterwards  we  will  perhaps  eat 
something.     Send  your  waiter.     But  above  all,  mon- 
sieur, see  to  it  that  mademoiselle  with  the  fair  curls 
dances  once  more.     My  friend,  I  think,  would  like  to 
see  her.    And  we  must  have  music.    Let  the  band  never 
cease  playing.     Ah!  it  is  here,  dear  Albert,  that  one 
learns  to  forget  how  strenuous  life  really  is.    It  is  here 
that  one  may  unbend.    The  wine !  '* 

While  Herr  Freudenberg  talked  the  sommelier  had 
gravely  served  the  champagne  in  some  tall  and  won- 
derful glasses  brought  from  a  private  cabinet  by  Men- 
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sieur  Albert  himself  to  honor  his  most  treasured  visitors. 
Herr  Freudenberg  raised  his  glass,  clinked  it  against 
the  glass  of  mademoiselle,  clinked  it  rgainst  Julien's 
glass. 

"  Come,"  he  cried,  "  to  our  beti  r  acq.iaintai,  ;e,  to 
our  better  understanding!  Mader,  oiN<yile,"  he  added, 
lowering  his  tone,  "  to  the  eternal  co.itIi.Uiii:.e  of  those 
things  which  lie  between  you  and  me ! " 

Estermen  had  departed  and  Julien  breathed  the  freer 
for  it.  Mademoiselle  Ixe  chattered  to  him  for  a  few 
moments,  and  Herr  Freudenberg  whispered  in  the  ears 
of  Albert,  who  withdrew  at  once. 

"  One  must  eat,"  Herr  Freudenberg  declared.  "  Al- 
bert has  some  peaches,  wonderful  peaches  from  the 
gardens  where  the  sun  always  shines.  Peaches  and 
macaroons  —  afterwards  coffee.  Ah!  my  friend,  you 
remember  those  somber  banquets  when  we  all  hated  one 
another  because  we  all  fancied  that  the  other  wanted 
what  we  had  a  right  to?  Ugh !  When  I  think  of  Berlin 
in  those  days,  when  no  one  smiled,  when  one's  sense  of 
humor  was  there  only  to  be  kept  down  with  an  iron 
hand,  why,  it  gives  one  to  weep !  Mademoiselle,  I  have 
a  prayer  to  make." 

*'  It  is  granted,"  she  assured  him  softly. 

"Presently  the  orchestra  shall  play  the  music  of 
Faust.  You  will  sing  to  us?  To-night  is  one  of  my 
nights,  never  really  perfect  unless  some  minutes  of  it 
move  to  the  music  of  your  voice." 

She  laughed  softly. 

"  Yes,  monsieur,  I  will  sing,"  she  answered,  "  but  not 
the  Jewel  Song  to-night.     Send  the  chef  d'orchestre  to 
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under  his  arm.  Mademoiselle  whispered  a  word  in  his 
ear  and  he  departed,  all  smiles.  The  selection  which 
they  were  playing  suddenly  ceased.  Monsieur  le  chef 
alone  played  some  Italian  air,  which  no  one  wholly 
recognized  but  every  one  found  familiar.  Slowly  he 
walked  around  the  tables,  playing  still,  always  with  his 
eyes  upon  Mademoiselle  Ixe,  and  when  at  last  he  stood 
before  her,  she  threw  her  head  back  and  sang. 

The  clatter  of  crockery  diminished,  the  waiters  paused 
in  their  tasks  or  crept  on  tiptoe  about  the  place.  Men 
and  women  stood  up  at  their  tables  that  they  might  see 
the  singer  better;  conversation  ceased.  And  all  the 
time  the  chef  d'orchestre  drew  music  from  his  violin, 
and  mademoiselle,  with  half-closed  eyes,  her  head  thrown 
back,  filled  the  whole  room  with  melody.  Even  she  her- 
self knew  that  she  was  singing  as  she  never  sang  at 
the  Opera,  as  she  had  never  sung  when  a  great  im- 
pressario  had  come  to  try  her  voice,  as  one  sings  only 
when  the  heart  is  shaking  a  little,  and  as  she  finished, 
the  fingers  of  her  left  hand  slowly  crept  across  the  table 
into  the  hand  of  Herr  Freudenberg,  the  toymaker,  and 
her  last  notes  were  sung  almost  in  a  whisper  into  his 
ears.  The  room  rose  up  to  applaud.  The  cTief  d'or- 
cheatre  went  back  to  his  place,  bowing  right  and  left. 
Herr  Freudenberg  raised  the  fingers  that  lay  between 
his  hand  to  his  lips. 

"  Ah,  mademoiselle,"  he  murmured,  "  I  have  no  longer 
words ! " 

Albert  came  back.  Scarcely  more  than  a  look  passed 
between  him  and  Herr  Freudenberg.  Then  the  latter 
rose  to  his  feet. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  a  little  surprise  for  you.  You, 
too,  dear  Julien.     I  insist.     This  way." 
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They  passed  from  the  roon  .  As  mademoiselle  rose 
to  her  feet,  people  began  once  more  to  applaud. 

"  Mademoiselle  will  sing  again  presently,  perhaps," 
Herr  Freudenberg  answered  a  man  who  leaned  forward. 
"  We  do  not  depart." 

He  led  the  way  to  the  head  of  the  staircase  and  they 
passed  into  the  back  regions  of  the  place  —  dim,  ill-lit, 
mysterious.  Albert,  who  had  preceded  them,  threw 
open  the  door  of  a  room.  There  was  a  small  supper 
table  laid  for  three,  more  flowers,  more  wine. 

"  It  is  that  one  may  talk  for  five  minutes,"  Herr 
Freudenberg  explained.     "  Mademoiselle !  " 

But  mademoiselle  had  already  flitted  away.  The 
door  somehow  was  closed,  the  two  men  were  alone. 
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POLITICS    AND    PATEIOTISM 


Hebe  Feeudenberg  shrugged  his  s.oulders  and 
glanced  at  the  softly-closed  door. 

"  Mademoiselle  is  a  paragon,"  he  declared.  "  Always 
she  understands.  Sir  Julien,  will  you  not  sit  down  for 
a  moment?  Let  me  confess  that  this  little  supper-party 
is  a  pretense.    For  five  minutes  I  wish  to  talk  to  you." 

Julien  seated  himself  without  hesitation. 

"My  dear  host,"  he  said,  "I  left  Berlin  a  year  ago 
with  only  one  hope  —  or  rather  two.  The  first  was 
that  I  might  never  have  to  visit  Berlin  again!  The 
second  was  that  I  might  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting 
you  as  speedily  and  as  often  as  possible." 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled  —  a  quiet,  reminiscent 
smile. 

"  Even  now,"  he  remarked,  "  when  I  would  speak  to 
you  for  a  moment  on  more  serious  subjects,  the  strange 
humor  of  that  round-table  conference  comes  home  to 
me.  There  were  you  and  I  and  our  big  friend  from 
Austria,  and  that  awful  dull  man  from  here,  and  the 
Russian.  Shall  you  ever  forget  that  speechless  Rus- 
sian, who  never  opened  his  lips  except  to  disagree? 
Sometimes  I  caught  your  eye  across  the  table.     And, 
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Sir  Julien,  you  know,  I  presume,  whose  was  the  triumph 
of  those  days  ?  " 

Julien  smiled  doubtfully. 

"Yours,  of  course,"  Herr  Freudenberg  continued. 
"  The  Press  even  ventured  to  find  fault  with  me.  Eng- 
land, as  usual,  they  declared,  had  gained  all  she  desired 
and  had  given  the  very  minimum.  However,  we  will 
not  waste  time  in  reminiscences.  To-day  the  only 
pleasure  I  have  in  thinking  of  that  conference  is  the 
fact  that  you  and  I  came  together.  When  you  left 
Berlin  —  I  saw  you  off,  you  remember  —  I  told  those 
who  stood  around  that  there  went  the  future  Prime 
Minister  of  England.  I  believed  it,  and  I  am  seldom 
mistaken.  Tell  me,  what  piece  of  transcendental  ill- 
fortune  is  this  which  brings  you  here  an  exile  ?  " 

"  I  committed  an  act  of  transcendental  folly,"  Julien 
replied.  "  I  have  no  one  to  blame  but  myself.  I  not 
only  wrote  an  indiscreet  letter,  but  I  put  my  name  to 
it  I  was  deceived,  too,  in  the  character  of  the  woman 
to  whom  it  was  sent." 

"  It  is  so  trifling  an  error,"  Herr  Freudenberg  said 
thoughtfully,  "  made  by  many  a  man  without  evil  re- 
sults. One  learns  experience  as  one  passes  on  in  life. 
It  is  a  hard  price  that  you  are  paying  for  yours. 
Come,  that  is  finished.  Now  answer  me.  What  are 
you  going  to  do  ?  " 

Julien  laughed,  a  little  bitterly. 

"My  friend,"  he  answered,  stretching  out  his  hand 
and  taking  a  cigarette  from  the  open  box  upon  the 
table,  "  you  ask  rather  a  hard  question.  My  resigna- 
tion was  accepted,  was  even  required  of  me.  Politics 
and  diplomacy  are  alike  barred  to  me.  There  is  no 
return.    What  is  there  left.?    I  may  write  a  book.     So 
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far  as  my  means  permit,  I  may  travel.  I  may  play 
games,  take  a  walk  in  the  morning,  play  bridge  in  the 
afternoon,  eat  heavily  and  sleep  early.  What  is  there 
left,  Herr  Freudenberg  —  tell  me  of  your  wisdom  — 
for  a  man  about  whose  ears  has  come  crashing  the 
scaffolding  of  his  life?  " 

Herr  Freudenberg  looked  across  at  his  companion, 
and  in  that  dimly-lit  room  his  eyes  were  bright  and  his 
lips  firm. 

"  To  rebuild,  my  friend,"  he  declared.  "  Choose  an- 
other foundation  and  rebuild." 

"  You  recognize,  I  presume,"  Julien  said,  "  that  I 
require  a  few  more  details  if  your  advice  is  to  be  of 
value?  " 

"  The  details  are  here  in  this  room,"  Herr  Freuden- 
berg replied  firmly.  "  Be  my  man.  I  cannot  offer  you 
fame,  because  fame  comes  only,  nowadays,  to  the  man 
who  serves  his  own  country.  You  see,  I  make  no  pre- 
tense at  deceiving  you,  but  I  offer  you  a  life  of  action, 
I  offer  you  such  wealth  as  your  imagination  can  have 
conceived,  and  I  offer  you  revenge." 

"  Revenge,"  Julien  repeated,  a  little  vaguely. 

*'  Upon  the  political  party  by  whose  scheming  that 
letter  was  first  of  all  elicited  from  you  and  then  made 
public,"  Herr  Freudenberg  said  slowly.  "  Do  you 
imagine  that  it  was  a  thoughtless  act  of  that  woman's? 
Do  you  know  that  her  reward  is  to  be  a  peerage  for 
her  husband?  " 

"  You,  too,  believe  that  it  was  a  trap,  then  ?  "  Julien 
remarkt.^ 

"  Of  course.  Don't  you  know  yourself  that  you  were 
a  thorn  in  the  flesh  to  your  own  party?  They  hated 
you  because  you  were  not  afraid  to  preach  war  wlica 
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war  might  have  saved  your  country  from  what  is  to 
come.  They  hated  you  because  you  were  a  strong  man 
in  a  strong  place,  and  because  the  people  believed  in  you. 
They  hated  you  because  the  policy  which  would  have 
been  yours  in  the  four  or  five  years  to  come,  would 
have  been  the  policy  which  would  have  brought  the 
country  around  you,  which  a' one  would  have  kept  your 
party  in  power.  You  were  the  only  figure  in  politics 
which  the  imperialist  party  in  England  had  to  fear. 
Mrs.  Carraby  —  I  believe  that  was  the  lady's  name  — 
is  ill-paid  enough  with  that  peerage.  Leave  out  the 
personal  element  —  or  leave  it  in,  if  you  will,  for  when 
I  speak  of  my  country  I  know  no  friendships  —  but, 
my  dear  friend,  let  me  tell  you  that  I  myself  would 
have  given  more  than  a  peerage  —  I  would  have  given 
a  principality  —  to  the  person  who  threw  you  out  of 
English  politics.*' 

JuHen's  eyes  were  bright.  Somehow  or  other,  his 
old  dreams,  his  old  faith  in  himself  had  returned  for  a 
moment.    And  then  the  bitterness  all  swept  in  upon  him. 

"I  think,  Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  said,  "that  you 
are  talking  a  little  in  the  skies.  At  any  rate,  it  makes 
no  difference.     Those  things  have  passed." 

"  Those  things  have  passed,"  Herr  Freudenberg  as- 
sented. "  There  is  no  future  for  you  in  England. 
That  is  why  I  wish  to  rescue  you  from  the  ignominy 
of  which  you  yourself  have  spoken.  I  repeat  my  offer. 
Be  my  man.  You  shall  taste  life  and  taste  it  in  such 
gulps  as  you  wish." 

Julien  shook  his  head  slowly. 

"  My  friend,"  he  said,  "  it  is  the  cruel  part  of  our 
profession  that  one  man's  life  can  be  given  to  one 
country  alone." 


xa4  THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 

"  Wrong!  "  Herr  Freudenberg  declared  briskly.  "  I 
am  not  going  to  decry  patriotism.  The  welfare  of  my 
country  is  the  religion  which  guiues  my  life.  But  you 
—  you  have  no  country.  There  is  no  England  left  for 
you.  She  has  thrown  you  out.  You  are  a  wanderer, 
a  man  without  ties  or  home.  That  is  why  I  claim  you 
as  my  man.  I  want  to  show  you  the  way  to  revenge." 
"  You  puzzle  me,"  Julien  admitted.  "  You  talk  about 
revenge.  I  know  you  far  too  well  to  believe  that  you 
would  propose  to  me  any  scheme  which  would  involve 
the  raising  even  of  my  little  finger  against  the  country 
which  h«M  turned  me  out." 

"  Naturally,"  Herr  Freudenberg  agreed.     «  You  do 
me  no  less  than  justice,  my  dear  Sir  Julien.     What  I 
do  hope  that  you  have  firmly  fixed  in  your  mind  is  that 
I,  despite  your  halfpenny  papers,  your  novelists  seek- 
ing for  a  new  sensation,  and  your  weird  middle  class,  T, 
Carl  Freudenberg,  maker  of  toys,  am  the  honest  and 
sincere   friend   of  England.     The  work  which   I  ask 
you  to  do  for  me  would  be  as  much  in  the  interests 
of  your  country  as  of  my  own,  only  when  I  say  your 
country,  I  mean  your  country  governed  by  the  political 
party  in  which  I  have  faith  and  confidence.     I  tell  you 
frankly  that  an  England  governed  as  she  is  at  present 
is  a  country  I  loathe.     If  I  raise  my  hand  against  her 
—  not  in  war,  mind,  but  in  diplomacy  —  if  I  strive  to 
feumbl*"  her  to-day,  it   is  because   I  would  cover  if  I 
cotiid   the   political   party   who   are    in    power   at   this 
moment  with  disrepute  and  discredit.     Why  should  you 
yourself  shrink   from  aiding  me  in  this  task?     They 
are  the  party  in   .vhose  ranks  —  high  in  whose  ranks, 
I  might  say  —  are  those  who  stooped  with  baseness, 
with  deceit  unmentionsM^.  to   rid  themselves  &f  you. 
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Therefore,  I  say  strike.  Come  with  me  and  you  shall 
help.  And  when  the  time  comes,  I  think  I  can  promise 
you  t^at  I  can  show  you  a  way  back,  a  way  which  you 
have  i.ever  guessed." 

Julien  looked  across  the  table  long  and  earnestly. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  said,  "  if  I  answer  you  in 
the  negative,  it  is  because  of  your  own  words.  The 
love  of  your  country,  you  told  mo  not  long  ago,  is  your 
religion.  For  her  good  you  would  make  use  even  of 
those  you  call  your  friends.  Now  I  am  sincere  with  you. 
I  do  not  know  whether  to  trust  you  or  not.  For  that 
reason  I  cannot  attempt  to  discuss  this  matter  with 
you.    I  do  not  ask  even  that  you  explain  yourself.** 

"You  mean  that  at  any  rate  you  cannot  trust  me 
entirely.?"  Herr  Freudenberg  replied.  "Well,  if  you 
had,  I  should  have  been  disappointed  in  you.  Still,  I 
havr  said  things  that  were  in  my  heart  to  say  to  you. 
We  send  now  for  Mademoiselle  Ixe.  Before  very  long 
we  talk  together  again." 

Herr  Freudenberg  touched  the  bell.  A  waiter  ap- 
peared almost  immediately. 

"Find  mademoiselle,"  he  ordered.  "Tell  her  that 
we  wait  impatiently." 

Mademoiselle  was  not  far  awij.  Herr  Freudenberg 
passed  his  arm  through  hers. 

"  We  return,  I  think,"  he  said.  "  This  little  room 
has  served  its  purpose." 

Julien  on  the  landing  tried  to  make  his  adieux,  but 
his  host  only  laughed  at  him.  Mademoiselle  Ixe  held 
out  her  hand  and  led  him  into  the  room  by  her 
side. 

"  He  wishes  it,'*  she  murmured  softly.  «  He  has  so 
few  nights  here,  one  must  do  as  he  desires." 
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The  little  party  returned  to  their  table  in  the  corner. 
Somehow  or  other,  their  coming  seemed  to  enliven  the 
room.  There  was  more  spirit  in  the  music,  more  ani- 
mation in  the  conversation.  Albert  walked  with  a 
sprightlier  step.  Then  Julien,  in  his  passage  down  the 
room,  received  a  distinct  shock.     He  stopped  short. 

"  Kendricks,  by  Jove !  *'  he  exclaimed. 

Kendricks,  sitting  alone  at  a  small  table,  with  a  bottle 
of  champagne  in  front  of  him  and  a  huge  cigar  in  his 
mouth,  waved  his  hand  joyfully.  Then  he  glanced  at 
his  friend's  companions,  frowned  for  a  moment,  and 
gazed  fixedly  at  Herr  Freudenberg. 

"  Julien,  by  all  that 's  lucky !  "  he  called  out.  "  And 
I  haven't  been  in  Paris  four  hours!  I  called  at  your 
hotel  and  they  told  me  you  were  out.     Sit  down." 

**  I  am  not  alone,"  Julien  began  to  explain,  — 

Herr  Freudenber^.  "inrned  round. 

**  You  must  prtde'.'  your  friend,"  he  declared.  "  He 
must  join  us." 

Julien  hesitated  for  a  moment. 

"  Kendricks,"  he  said,  "  this  is  my  friend,  Herr 
Freudenberg." 

The  two  men  shook  hands.  Kendricks  as  yet  had 
scarcely  taken  his  eyes  off  Herr  Freudenberg's  face. 

"  I  am  glad  to  meet  you,  sir,"  he  remarked.  "  It  is 
odd,  but  your  face  seems  familiar  to  me." 

Herr  Freudenberg  leaned  over  the  table. 

"  My  friend,  Mr.  Kendricks,"  he  said,  "  you  are,  I 
believe,  a  newspaper  man,  and  you  should  know  the 
world.  When  you  see  a  face  that  is  familiar  to  you 
in  Paris,  and  in  this  Paris,  it  goes  well  that  you  forget 
that  familiarity,  eh?" 

Kendricks  nodded. 
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"  It  is  sound,"  he  agreed.  "  I  will  join  you,  with 
pleasure." 

"  Mademoiselle,"  Herr  Freudenbcrg  continued,  "  per- 
mit me  to  introduce  my  new  friend,  Mr.  Kendricks. 
Mr.  Kendricks  —  Mademoiselle  Ixe.  We  will  now  be- 
gin, if  it  is  your  pleasure,  to  spend  the  evening.  There 
is  room  in  our  corner,  Mr.  Kendricks.  Come  there,  and 
presently  Mademoiselle  Ixe  will  sing  to  us,  mademoiselle 
with  the  yellow  hair  there  will  dance,  the  orchesi  a  shall 
play  their  maddest  music.  This  is  Paris  and  we  are 
young.  Ah,  my  friends,  it  comes  to  us  but  seldom 
to  live  like  this !  " 

They  all  sat  down  together.  Herr  Frcudenberg  gave 
reckless  orders  for  more  wine.  The  chef  d'orcheatre 
was  at  his  elbow,  Albert  hovered  in  the  background. 
Kendricks  leaned  over  and  whispered  in  his  friend's 
ear. 

"  Julien,  who  is  our  friend?  " 

"  A  manufacturer  of  toys  from  Leipzig,"  Julien  an- 
swered grimly. 

"  The  toys  that  giants  play  with ! "  Kendricks  mut- 
tered.   "  I  have  never  forgotten  a  face  in  my  life." 

"  Then  forget  this  one  for  a  moment,"  Julien  advised 
him  quickly.  "  This  is  not  a  night  for  memories.  I 
have  lived  with  the  ghosts  of  them  long  enough." 

Their  party  became  larger.  The  little  dancing  girl 
came  to  drink  wine  with  them  and  remained  to  listen 
to  Herr  Freudenberg.  A  friend  of  Mademoiselle  Ixe 
—  a  tall,  fair  girl  in  a  blue  satin  gown  —  detached 
herself  from  her  friends  and  joined  them.  Herr  Freu- 
denberg, with  his  arm  resting  lightly  around  Made- 
moiselle Ixe's  waist,  talked  joyously  and  incessantly. 
It  was  not  until  some  one  lifted  the  blind  and  discovered 


i«8  THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 

that  the  sun  was  shining  that  they  spoke  of  a  move. 
Then,  as  the  vettiaire  came  hurrying  up  with  their 
coats  and  wraps,  Herr  Freudenberg  hfted  his  glass. 

♦*  One  last  toast !  *"  he  cried.  "  Dear  Marguerite,  my 
friends,  all  of  you  — to  the  sun  which  calls  us  to  work, 
to  the  moon  which  calls  us  to  pleasure,  to  the  love  that 
crowds  our  hearts !  " 

He  raised  his  companion's  hand  to  his  lips  and  drew 
her  arm  through  his. 

"  Come,"  he  cried,  «  to  the  streets !  We  will  take  our 
coffee  from  the  stall  of  Madame  Huber.»» 
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Kekoricxb  and  Julien  drove  down  from  the  hill  in 
a  small  open  victoria.  The  sun  had  risen,  but  here  and 
there  were  traces  of  a  fading  twilight.  A  faint  mauve 
glow  hung  over  the  sleeping  streets.  The  sunlight  as 
yet  was  faint  and  the  morning  breeze  chilly.  As  they 
passed  down  the  long  hill,  tired-looking  waiters  were 
closing  up  the  night  cafes.  Bedraggled  revelers  crept 
along  the  pavements  with  weary  footsteps. 

With  every  yard  of  their  progression,  the  meeting 
between  the  two  extremes  of  life  seemed  to  become  more 
apparent.  The  children  of  the  night  —  the  weary,  un- 
wholesome products  of  dissipation,  rubbed  shoulders 
with  the  children  of  the  morning  —  girls,  hatless,  in 
simple  clothes,  walking  with  brisk  footsteps  to  their 
work;  market  women,  brown-cheeked  and  hearty,  set- 
ting out  their  wares  upon  the  stalls;  the  youth  of 
Paris,  blithe  and  strenuous,  walking  light-footed  to 
the  region  of  warehouses  and  factories.  Julien  and 
K-ndricks  looked  out  upon  the  little  scene  with  interest. 
Both  had  been  sleepy  when  they  had  left  the  cafe,  but 
there  was  something  stimulating  in  the  sight  of  this 
thm  but  constant  stream  of  people.  Kendricks  sat  up 
and  began  to  talk. 
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"  Julien,"  he  declared,  "  this  Paris  never  alters.    It 's 
a  queer  little  world  and  a  rotten  one.     We  are  here 
just  at  the  ebbing  of  the  tide.     Don't  you  feel  the 
hatefulness  of  it  —  the  thin-blooded  scream  for  pleasure 
which  needs  the  lash  of  these  painted  women,  these 
gaudy  cafes,  this  yellow  wine  all  the  time?     My  God! 
and  they  call  it  pleasure !    Look  at  these  people  going  to 
their  work,  Julien.    There  's  where  the  red  blood  flows. 
They  're  the  people  with  the  taste  of  life  between  their 
teeth.     Can't  you  see  them   at  their  pleasures  —  see 
them  sitting  in  a  beer-garden  with  a  girl  and  a  band, 
their  week's  money  in  their  pocket,  and  the  knowledge 
that  they've  earned  it?    Perhaps  sometimes  they  look 
up  the  hill  and  wonder  at  the  craze  for  it  all.     Did 
you  see  the  stream  coming  up  to-night  —  automobiles, 
victorias,  carriages  of  every  sort;   pale-faced  men  who 
had  lunched  too  well,  dined  too  well,  flogging  their  tired 
systems  in  the  craze  for  more  excitement,  more  pleasure; 
eating  at  an  unwholesome  hour,  smoking  sickly  cigar- 
ettes, kissing  rouged  lips,  listening  to  the  false  music 
of  that  hard  laughter?     Look  at  those  girls  arm  in 
arm,  off  to  their  little   milliner's   shop.     Hear  them 
laugh!    You  don't  hear  anything  like  that,  Julien,  on 
the  top  of  the  hiU." 

"  Of  course,"  Julien  remarked,  stifling  a  yawn,  "  if 
you  've  come  to  Paris  to  be  moral  —  " 

"  Not  I !  "  Kendricks  broke  in  roughly.  "  Bless  you, 
I  'm  one  of  the  worst.  A  wild  night  in  Paris  calls  me 
even  now  from  any  part  of  the  world.  But  Lord,  what 
fools  we  are !  And,  Julien,  we  get  worse.  It 's  the  old 
people  who  keep  these  places  going." 

"  The  older  we  get,"  Julien  replied,  "  the  harder  we 
have  to  struggle  for  our  joys." 
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Kendricks  wheeled  suddenly  in  his  place. 

"Tell  me  how  long  you  have  known  Herr  Freuden- 
berg?  '*  he  insisted.  **  How  many  times  have  you  been 
seen  with  him?  Is  it  the  truth  that  you  met  him  to- 
night for  the  first  time?  " 

Julien  laughed. 

"  My  dear  David ! "  he  protested,  — 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,  Julien,"  Kendricks  inter- 
rupted, *'  there  's  some  hidden  trouble,  some  mysterious 
influence  at  work  which  seems  to  be  upsetting  the  rela- 
tions just  now  between  France  and  England.  To  be 
frank  with  you,  I  know  that  Carraby,  at  a  Cabinet 
meeting  yesterday,  suggested  that  you  were  at  the  bot- 
tom of  it." 

Julien's  eyes  suddenly  flashed  fire. 

"  D — n  that  fellow !  "  he  muttered.  "  Does  anybody 
believe  it?  " 

Kendricks  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  Scarcely.  And  yet,  Julien,  it  pays  to  be  careful. 
You  can't  afford  to  be  seen  in  public  places  with  the 
enemies  of  your  country." 

"Is  Carl  Freudenberg  an  enemy  of  my  country?" 

Kendricks  leaned  back  in  his  seat  and  laughed  scorn- 
fully. 

"  Julien,"  he  exclaimed,  "  there  are  times  when  you 
are  very  simple!  Do  you  indeed  mean  that  you  would 
try  to  deceive  even  me?  You  would  pretend  that  I, 
David  Kendricks,  of  the  Post,  don't  know  that  Herr 
Freudenberg  and  the  Prince  von  Falkenberg,  ruler  of 
Grermany,  are  one  and  the  same  person?  Maker  of 
toys,  he  calls  himself!  Maker  of  fools'  palaces,  if  you 
like,  builder  of  prison  houses,  if  you  will.  No  man  was 
ever  born  with  less  of  a  conscience,  more  solely  and 
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wholly  ambitious  both  for  his  country  and  for  him- 
self, than  the  man  with  whom  you  talked  to-night. 
You  knew  him?" 

"  Naturally,"  Julien  answered.  "  We  met  at  Berlin." 
"  The  man  is  a  great  genius,"  Kendricks  continued. 
"  No  one  will  deny  him  that.  They  speak  of  his  weak- 
nesses. They  talk  of  his  drinking  bouts,  of  his  plunges 
into  French  dissipation.  The  man  has  n't  a  single  dissi- 
pated thought  in  his  mind.  He  moves  through  this 
world  —  this  little  Paris  world  — with  one  idea  only. 
He  gets  behind  the  scenes.  He  comes  here  secretly, 
drops  hints  here  and  there  as  a  private  person,  lets 
himself  be  considered  a  Parisian  of  Parisians.  All  the 
time  he  listens  and  he  drops  his  cunning  words  of 
poison  and  he  works.  What  are  his  ambitions?  Do 
you  know,  Julien?" 

"  Do  you?  "  Julien  asked. 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  some  idea,"  Kendricb 
answered.     «  This  is  your  hotel,  is  n't  it?  " 

Julien  nodded. 

"Are  you  going  to  stay  here?" 

Kendricks  shook  his  head. 

"I  stay  at  a  little  hotel  in  the  Rue  Taitbout.  I 
stay  there  because  it  is  full  of  the  weirdest  set  of 
foreigners  you  ever  knew.  This  morning  we  breakfast 
together?  " 

"Come  and  see  me  when  you  will,"  Julien  invited, 
"or  I  will  come  to  you;  not  to  breakfast,  though  — I 
am  engaged." 

"  To  Herr  Freudenberg?  "  Kendricks  asked  quickly. 

"  To  the  lady  whom  your  little  friend,  the  manicurist, 
sent  me  to  visit,"  Julien  replied.  "Perhaps  now  you 
will  tell  me  that  she  is  an  ambassadress  in  disguise?  " 
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"111  tell  you  nothing  about  her  this  morning," 
Kendricks  said.  «  I  'U  tell  you  nothing  which  you  ought 
not  to  find  out  for  yourself." 

"Do  you  think  I  may  breakfast  with  her  safely?" 
Julien  inquired. 

"  Heaven  knows  —  I  don't ! "  Kendricks  replied.  «  No 
man  is  safe  with  such  a  woman  as  Madame  Christophor. 
But  let  it  go.  We  dine  together  to-night.  I  '11  tell  you 
some  news  then.  I  »m  going  to  unroll  a  plan  of  cam- 
paign. There  's  work  for  you,  if  you  like  it ;  —  nothing 
formulated  as  yet,  but  it 's  coming  —  perhaps  hope  — 
who  knows  ?  " 

The  sun  rose  higher  in  the  heavens,  the  mauve  light 
faded  from  the  sky.  Morning  had  arrived  in  earnest 
and  Paris  settled  herself  down  to  the  commencement  of 
another  day.  Julien,  for  the  first  time  since  he  had  left 
England,  was  asleep  five  minutes  after  his  head  had 
touched  the  pillow.  Herr  Freudenberg,  on  the  con- 
trary, made  no  attempt  at  all  to  retire.  In  the  sitting- 
room  of  his  apartments  in  the  Boulevard  Maupassant  he 
sat  in  his  dressing-gown,  carefully  studying  some  letters 
which  had  arrived  by  the  night  mail.  Opposite  to  him 
was  a  secretary;  by  his  side  Estermen,  who  appeared 
to  be  there  for  the  purpose  of  making  a  report. 

"  Not  a  document,"  Estermen  was  saying,  "  not  a  line 
of  writing  of  any  sort  in  his  trunk,  his  bureau,  or  any- 
where about  his  room." 
Herr  Freudenberg  nodded  thoughtfully. 
"But  these  Englishmen  are  the  devil  to  deal  with!" 
he  said.  «  The  luncheon  is  ordered  to-day  in  the  pri- 
vate room  at  the  Armenonville.?  " 

"Everything    has    been    attended    to,"    Estermen 
replied. 
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Herr  Freudenberg  was  thoughtful  for  several  mo- 
ments.  Then  with  a  wave  of  his  hand  he  dismissed 
Estermen. 

"  You,  too,  can  go,  Fritz,"  he  said  to  his  secretary 
"  You  have  had  a  long  night's  work." 

"  You  yourself.  Excellency,  should  sleep  for  a  while," 
his  secretary  advised. 

Herr  Freudenberg  shook  his  head. 

•«  Sleep,"  he  declared,  « is  a  waste  of  time.  I  need 
no  sleep.  As  you  go,  you  can  teU  my  servant  to  pre- 
pare a  warm  bath.  I  will  rest  then  for  an  hour  and 
walk  in  the  Champs  Elysees." 

The  secretary  withdrew  and  Herr  Freudenberg  was 
alone.  He  picked  up  a  crumpled  rose  that  lay  upon 
the  table  and  twirled  it  for  a  moment  or  two  in  his 
fingers  The  action  seemed  to  be  wholly  unconscious. 
His  ey  .;  were  set  in  a  fixed  stare,  his  thoughts  were 
busy  weaving  out  his  plans  for  the  day.  It  was  not 
until  he  was  summoned  to  his  bath  that  he  rose  and 
glanced  at  the  withered  flower.    Then  he  smiled. 

"Poor  little  Marguerite!"  he  murmured.  "What 
a  pity ! " 

He  touched  the  rose  with  his  lips,  abandoned  his  first 
mtention,  which  seemed  to  have  been  to  throw  it  into 
the  fireplace,  and  put  it  back  carefully  upon  the  table, 
sjH.»  by  side  with  an  odd  white  glove. 

"Queer  little  record  of  the  froth  of  life,"  he  said 
softly  to  himself.  «  One  soiled  evening  glove,  a  faded 
rose,  a  woman's  tears,  —  they  pass.  What  can  one  do 
—  we  poor  others  who  have  to  drive  the  wheels  of  life? " 

He  sighed,  shrugged  his  high  shoulders,  and  passed 
out. 


CHAPTER   XV 
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Veey  soon  after  mid-day  on  the  same  morning,  Herr 
Carl  Freudenberg  was  the  host  at  a  small  luncheon 
party  given  in  a  private  room  of  the  most  famous  res- 
taurant in  the  Bois.  His  morning  attire  was  a  model 
of  correctness,  his  eyes  were  clear,  his  manner  blithe, 
almost  joyous.  There  was  no  possible  indication  in 
his  appearance  of  his  misspent  hours.  He  was  at  once 
a  genial  and  courteous  host.  Monsieur  Decheles  sat 
at  his  right  hand;  Monsieur  Felix  Brant  on  his  left; 
Monsieur  Pelleman  opposite  to  him.  The  three  men 
had  arrived  in  an  automobile  together  and  had  entered 
the  restaurant  by  the  private  way,  but  that  they  were 
guests  of  some  distinction  was  obvious  from  their  re- 
ception by  the  manager  himself. 

The  luncheon  was  worthy  of  the  great  reputation  of 
the  place.  It  was  swiftly  and  well  served.  With  the 
coffee  and  liqueurs  the  waiters  withdrew.  Herr  Freu- 
denberg, with  a  smile,  rose  up  and  tried  the  door. 
Then  he  returned  to  his  place,  lit  a  cigarette,  and 
leaned  back  in  his  chair. 

"My  dear  friends,"  he  annoinced,  "now  we  can 
talk." 

Monsieur  Pelleman  smiled. 

135 


X36 


THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 


"  Yes,"  he  admitted,  "  we  can  talk.  In  this  excellent 
brandj.  Monsieur  Carl  Freudenberg,  I  drink  your  very 
good  health.  Long  may  these  little  visits  of  yours 
continue." 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled  his  thanks. 

"Monsieur  Pelleman,"  he  said,  "and  you,  too,  my 
dear  friends,  let  me  assure  you  that  there  is  nothing  in 
the  world  which  I  enjoy  so  much  as  these  brief  visits 
of  mine  to  your  delightful  capital.  No  more  I  think  of 
the  pressures  and  cares  of  office.  I  let  myself  go,  and 
on  these  occasions,  as  you  know,  I  speak  to  you  not  in 
the  language  of  diplomacy,  but  as  good  friends  who 
meet  together  to  enjoy  an  hour  or  two  of  one  another's 
company,  and  who,  because  there  is  no  harm  to  be 
done  by  it,  but  much  good,  open  their  hearts  and  speak 
true  words  with  one  another." 

Monsieur  Decheles  smiled. 

"It  is  a  pleasure  which  we  all  share,"  he  declared. 
"  It  is  more  agreeable,  without  a  doubt,  to  take  lunch 
with  Monsieur  Carl  Freudenberg,  and  to  speak  openly, 
than  to  exchange  long-winded  interviews,  the  true  mean- 
ing of  which  is  too  much  concealed  by  diplomatic  verbi- 
age, with  the  excellent  gentleman  to  whoso  good  offices 
are  intrusted  the  destinies  of  Herr  Freudenberg's  great 
nation." 

"  Monsieur,"  Herr  Freudenberg  said,  "  to-day  shall 
be  no  exception.  To-day  I  speak  to  you,  perhaps, 
more  openly  than  ever  before.  To-day  I  pe'-haps  risk 
much  —  yet  why  not  speak  the  things  which  are  in  my 
heart?" 

Monsieur  Felix  Brant  took  a  cigarette  from  the  box 
by  his  elbow,  but  he  felt  for  it  only.  His  eyes  never 
left  the  face  of  his  host.     Of  the  three  men,  he  seemed 
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the  one  least  in  sympathy  with  the  state  of  affairs  to 
which  Herr  Freudenberg  had  alluded  so  cheerfully.  He 
watched  the  man  at  the  head  of  the  table  all  the  time 
as  though  every  energy  of  which  he  was  possessed  as 
devoted  to  the  task  of  reading  underneath  that  suave 
but  impenetrable  face. 

" Gentlemen,*'  Herr  Freudenberg  continued,  "there 
have  been  many  misapprehensions  between  your  country 
and  mine.  Ten  years  ago  we  seemed  indeed  on  the  high- 
road to  friendship.  It  was  then — I  speak  frankly, 
mind  — that  your  country  made  the  one  fatal  mistake 
of  recent  years.  Great  Britain,  isolated,  left  behind  in 
the  race  for  power,  a  weakened  and  decaying  nation, 
having  searched  the  world  over  for  allies,  held  out  the 
timorous  hand  of  friendship  to  you.  What  evil  genius 
was  with  your  statesmen  that  day!  When  the  history 
of  these  times  comes  to  be  written,  it  is  my  firm  belief 
thai  it  will  be  then  acknowledged  ^i>xt  the  genius  of  the 
man  who  reigned  over  Great  Britain  at  that  time  was 
alone  responsible  for  the  commencement  of  what  has 
become  a  veritable  alliance." 

Herr  Freudenberg  paused. 

"There  is  no  doubt,"  Monsieur  Decheles  asserted 
calmly,  "that  the  influence  of  the  late  king  was  im- 
mense among  the  people  of  France.  He  appealed  some- 
how to  their  imaginations,  a  great  monarch  who  was 
also  a  hon  viveur,  who  had  lived  his  days  in  Paris  as 
the  others." 

Herr  Freudenberg  nodded  thoughtfully. 

"  He  is  dead,"  he  said,  «  and  history  will  write  him 
down  as  a  great  king.  Do  you  know  that  it  is  one  of 
my  theories  that  morals  have  nothing  to  do  with  gov- 
ernment?   I  doubt  whether  a  more  sagacious  monarch 
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has  ever  reigned  over  that  unfortunate  country  than 
the  one  we  speak  of.  So  sagacious  was  he  that  he  even 
saw  the  beginning  of  the  end,  he  saw  the  things  that 
must  come  when  he  looked  across  the  ?Jorth  Sea;  and 
notwithstanding  his  descent,  notwithstanding  all  the  ties 
which  should  have  allied  him  with  Germany,  he  hated 
our  people  and  he  hated  our  country  With  a  prophetic 
hatred.  But  we  gossip  a  little,  gentlemen.  Let  me  pro- 
ceed. I  want  you  to  realize  that  the  policy  of  Germany 
for  the  last  five  years  has  been  wholly  directed  towards 
securing  the  friendship  of  your  country.  I  want  you 
to  realize  that  but  for  the  continual  interference  of 
Great  Britain  you  would  even  now  be  in  a  far  more 
favorable  position  with  us  than  you  are  to-day.  Ger- 
many wants  nothing  in  Morocco.  Germany's  first  and 
greatest  wish  is  for  a  rich  and  prosperous  France.  On 
the  other  hand,  Germany  is  loyal  to  her  friendships, 
and  fervent  in  her  hatreds.  The  country  whose  humili- 
ation is  a  solemn  charge  upon  my  people  is  Great 
Britain  and  not  France." 

Monsieur  Decheles  leaned  back  in  his  chair.  Monsieur 
Felix  Brant  never  moved. 

"I  want,*'  Herr  Freudenberg  continued,  "to  have 
you  think  and  consider  and  weigh  this  matter.  Whj 
do  you,  a  great  and  prosperous  country,  link  yourselves 
with  a  decaying  power,  against  whom,  before  very  long, 
Grermany  is  pledged  to  strike?  These  are  the  plainest 
words  that  have  ever  been  spoken  by  a  citizen  of  one 
country  to  three  citizens  of  another,  Herr  Freuden- 
berg, the  maker  of  toys,  speaks  to  his  three  French 
friends  as  a  thoughtful  merchant  of  his  country  who 
has  had  unusual  facilities  for  imbibing  the  spirit  of  her 
politicians.    Gentlemen,  you  do  not  misunderstand  me? " 
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"It  is  impossible,  Herr  Freudenberg,"  Monsieur 
Dccheles  said,  "  to  misunderstand  you  for  a  single 
moment.  Your  hand  is  too  clear  and  your  methods  too 
sagacious." 

"  Then  let  me  repeat,"  Herr  Freudenberg  declared, 
"  that  before  many  years  are  passed  —  perhaps,  indeed, 
before  many  months  —  it  is  the  intention  of  my  country 
either  to  inflict  a  scathing  diplomatic  humiliation  upon 
Great  Britain,  or  to  engage  in  this  war  the  fear  of 
which  has  kept  her  in  a  state  of  panic  for  the  last  ten 
years.    Keep  that  in  your  minds,  my  friends.    Friend- 
ship is  a  great  thing,  honor  is  a  great  thing,  generosity 
is  a  great  thing,  but  I  would  speak  to  you  three  citizens 
of  France  to-day  as  I  would  speak  to  her  rulers  had  I 
access  to  them,  and  I  would  say,  « Do  you  dare,  for  the 
sake  of  an  alliance  out  of  which  you  have  procured  no 
single  benefit,  do  you  dare  to  drag  your  country  into 
unnecessary,   fruitless   and  bloody   war?'     You   have 
nothing  to  gain  by  it,  you  have  everything  to  lose. 
Let  Germany  deal  with  her  traditional  enemy  in  her 
own  way.    And  as  for  France,  let  France  believe  what 
is,  without  doubt,  the  truth  — that  she  has  nothing 
whatever  to  fear  from  Germany.     I  will  not  speak  of 
the  past,  but  the  greatest  thinkers  in  Germany  to-day 
regret  nothing  so  much  in  the  history  of  her  splendid 
rise  as  that  unfortunate  campaign  of  Bismarck's.     It 
IS  the  one  blot  upon  her  magnificent  history.    Let  that 
go  — let  that  go  and  be  buried.     I  bring  you  timely 
warning.    I  come  to  the  city  I  love,  for  her  own  sake, 
for  the  sake  of  her  people  whom  I  also  love.     I  beg 
you  to  listen  to  these  words  of  mine,  to  adjust  your 
policy  so  that  little  by  little  you  weaken   the  joints 
which  bind  you  to  England,  so  that  when  the  time 
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comes  you  yourself  may  not  be  dragged  into  a  hopeless 
and  pitiless  struggle." 

There    was    a    moment's    silence.      Then    Monsieur 
D^heles  spoke. 

"Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  began,  "what  you  have 
said  we  have  been  in  some  measure  prepared  for.  The 
more  amicable  tone  of  all  the  correspondence  between 
our  two  countries  has  been  marked  of  late.  Yet  there 
have  been  times,  and  not  long  ago,  when  your  country 
has  shown  wonderful  readiness  to  treat  with  a  rou^ 
hand  the  claims  of  France  in  many  quarters  of  the 
world.  The  more  powerful  your  country,  the  greater 
she  is  to  be  feared.  Supposing  France  stood  on  one 
side  while  Great  Britain  fell  before  your  arms,  what 
then  would  be  the  relations  between  France  and 
Germany?  " 

Monsieur  Brant  spoke  for  the  first  time. 

"Herr  Freudenberg,  you  remind  me  of  the  fable 
of  the  Persian  who  had  two  men  to  fight,  both  as 
strong  as  himself.  To  the  one  he  sent  ambassadors, 
with  the  key  of  his  favorite  gardens;  the  other  he 
fought.  It  is  a  great  policy  to  deal  with  your  enemie' 
one  at  a  time." 

Herr  Freudenberg  stretched  out  his  arms  across 
table. 

"  My  friend,"  he  pronounced,  **  without  faith  there 
is  no  genius.  Without  genius  there  is  no  government. 
I  only  ask  you  to  believe  this  one  thing.  Germany  is 
not  and  never  has  been  the  tra'litional  enemy  of  France. 
I  ask  you  to  study  the  whole  question  for  but  one 
single  half-hour,  I  ,sk  you  to  read  the  commercial 
records  of  these  days.  Help  yourself  to  all  the  statistics 
that  throw  light  upon  this  question,  and  I  swear  that 
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you  wiU  find  that  whereas  Great  Britain  and  Germany 
stand  opposed  to  one  another  under  every  condition  and 
in  every  quarter  of  the  world,  there  is  no  single  bone 
of  contention  anywhere  between  France  and  Germany 
Their  aims  are  different,  their  destinies  are  written 
I  ask  you  to  apply  only  a  reasonable  measure  of  phil- 
osophy and  common  sense,  a  reasonable  measure  of 
faith,  to  the  things  I  say." 

There  was  a  cautious  tap  at  the  door,  a  whispered 
message.    Monsieur  Pelleman  rose. 

"  It  is  my  secretary,"  he  announced.    "  I  fear,  gentle- 
men, that  we  are  due  elsewhere.'* 

*  ,"»^*"  Freudenberg,  your  luncheon  has  been  delight- 
ful,'  Monsieur  D^heles  declared,  holding  out  his  hand. 

You  have  given  us,  as  usual,  something  to  think  of. 
These  mformal  meetings  between  citizens  of  two  great 
countries  will  do,  I  am  sure,  more  than  anything  else 
m  the  world,  to  ripen  our  budding  friendship  » 

i}!'IZ  ?"■?:' il'"  Freudenberg  replied,  grasping 
the  hand  which  had  been  offered  to  him,  «  are  a  happy 
augury.  When  we  meet  again,  I  shall  be  able  to  prove 
the  coramg  of  the  things  of  which  I  have  spoken." 

They  left  him  on  the  threshold  of  the  room.  The 
giver  of  the  feast  was  alone.  Very  slowly  he  retraced 
his  steps  and  stood  for  a  moment  with  folded  arms, 
poking  down  on  the  table  at  which  they  had  lunched. 
His  natural  urbanity,  the  smile  half  persuasive,  half 
humorous,  which  had  parted  his  lips,  had  gone.  His 
face  seemed  to  have  resolved  itself  into  lines  of  iron. 
As  he  stood  there,  one  seemed  suddenly  to  realize  the 
presence  of  a  great  man -a  greater,  even,  than  Carl 
*reudenberg,  maker  of  toys! 


CriAFCEIl   XVI 
"have  ^  tu    -.Kf  lo/ed'** 

NoTHiKO  which  hv  i  I'l  l'<i'  ,'  «i  imagined  of  Madame 
Christophor  had  prep,  red  J^i'l  i  for  the  subdued  yet 
manifest  magnificence  of  \w  .'veiling.  He  passed 
through  that  small  postern  guti  beneath  the  watch 
of  a  butler  who  relieved  him  of  his  stick  and  gloves 
and  handed  him  over  to  a  sort  of  major-domo.  After- 
wards he  was  conducted  across  a  beautiful  round  hall, 
lit  with  quaint  fragments  of  stained-glass  window, 
through  a  picture  gallery  which  almost  took  Julien's 
breath  away,  and  into  a  small  room,  very  daintily  fur- 
nished, entirely  and  characteristically  French  of  the 
Louis  Seize  period.  A  round  table  was  laid  for  two 
in  front  of  an  open  window,  which  looked  out  upon  a 
lawn  smooth  and  velvety,  with  here  and  there  little 
flower-beds,  and  in  the  middle  a  gray  stone  fountain. 
Madame  Christophor  came  in  almost  at  the  same  nio- 
nienl  from  the  garden.  She  was  wearing  a  long  lace 
coat  over  the  thinnest  of  muslin  skirts,  ond  a  hat  with 
some  violets  in  it  which  seemed  to  match  exactly  the 
color  of  her  eyes. 

"  So  ^ou  have  come,  my  friend  of  a  few  hours,"  she 
said,  smiling  at  him.     "  The  fear  has  not  seized  you 
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yet?    You  are  not  afraid  that  over  my  simple  luncheon 
table  I  shall  ask  you  compromising  questions?" 

"I  am  neither  afraid  of  your  asking  questions, 
madame,"  he  assured  her,  "  nor  of  my  being  tempted 
to  reply  to  them." 

"  That,"  she  murmured,  *♦  is  ungallant.  Meanwhile, 
we  lunch." 

Such  a  meal  as  he  might  have  expected  from  such 
surroundings  was  swiftly  and  daintily  served.  There 
was  cantaloup,  cut  in  halves,  with  the  faintest  sus- 
picion of  liqueur,  and  a  great  globule  of  ice;  an 
omelette,  even  for  Paris  a  wonderful  omelette,  —  a 
mou»»e  of  chicken,  soni«-  asparagus,  a  bowl  of  peachos, 
and  coffee.  After  the  latter  had  been  servecJ,  madajne, 
with  a  little  wave  of  her  hand,  dismissed  tlic  servants 
from  the  room. 

"  Sir  Julien,"  she  said.  "  I  am  not  pleased  with  you." 

He  sighed. 

"I  regret  your  displeasure  the  more,"  he  declared, 
"because  I  find  myself  indebted  to  you  for  a  new 
gastronomic  uh    '." 

"  You  are  really  beginning  to  wake  up."  she  laughed. 
"When  you  first  arrived  here,  less  than  twenty-four 
hours  ago,  you  thought  yourself  a  broken-spirited  and 
broken-hearted  man.  You  were  very  dull.  Soon  you 
will  begin  to  realize  that  life  is  a  matti  r  of  epochs, 
that  no  blow  is  severe  enough  to  kill  life  itself.  It  is 
only  the  end  of  an  epoch.  But  I  am  displeased  w  ith 
you,  as  I  said,  because  you  have  told  me  nothing.  1  his 
morning  I  have  letters  from  London.  I  learn  ti  at 
through  a  single  indiscretion  not  only  were  yoi  forcefl 
to  relinquish  a  great  political  career,  but  that  you  were 
forced  also  to  give  up  the  lady  for  whom  you  aired.'* 
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"  You  have  ingenious  correspondents,"  he  remarked. 
"Truthful  ones,  are  they  not?" 
**  I  was  engaged  to  marry  Lady  Anne  Clonarty,"  he 
admitted.     "It  was,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  so,  an 
alliance." 

Madame  Christophor's  eyes  twinkled. 
"  Once,"  she  declared,  "  I  met  the  Duke  of  Clonarty. 
I  also  met  the  Duchess,  I  also  saw  Lady  Anne.  They 
were  traveling  in  great  state  through  Italy.  It  was 
in  Rome  that  I  came  across  them.  The  Duchess  was 
very  affable  to  me.  I  think  you  have  rightly  expressed 
your  affair  of  the  heart,  my  friend.  It  was  to  have 
been  an  alliance !  " 

Julien  was  thoughtful.     Madame  Christophor  in  a 
moment  continued. 

"  You  know,  my  friend,"  she  said,  tapping  the  ash 
from  her  cigarette  into  her  saucer,  "your  misfortune 
came  just  in  time  to  save  you  from  becoming  what 
in  English  you  call  a  great,  a  colossal  prig." 
His  eyebrows  went  up.  Suddenly  he  smiled. 
"  Perhaps,"  he  admitted.  "  To  be  a  successful  poli- 
tician one  must  of  necessity  be  a  prig." 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  she  reminded  him  swiftly.  «  There 
is  the  Prince  von  Falkenberg." 

"  The  maker  of  toys,"  he  murmured. 
"  The  maker,  alas !  of  toys  which  the  world  were 
better  without,"  she  replied.  "But  never  mind  that. 
For  the  sake  of  your  ambitions  you  were  content,  were 
you  not,  to  marry  a  young  woman  with  whom  you  had 
not  the  slightest  sympathy,  in  order  that  she  might 
receive  your  guests,  might  add  the  lustre  of  her  name  to 
the  expansion  of  her  husband's  genius  ?  " 

"Madame,"  he  said,  "we  Uve  a  very   short  time. 
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We  live  only  one  life.  Only  certain  things  are  possible 
to  us.  The  man  who  tries  to  crowd  everything  into 
that  life  fails.  He  is  a  dilettante.  He  may  find 
pleasure  but  he  reaches  no  end.  He  strikes  no  long 
sustained  note.  In  the  eyes  of  those  who  come  after 
him,  he  is  a  failure." 

"This,"  she  murmured,  "is  interesting.  Please  go 
on." 

"The  man  who  means  to  succeed,"  he  continued, 
"  to  succeed  in  any  one  position,  must  sacrifice  every- 
thing else  —  temperament,  if  necessary  character  —  for 
that  one  thing.  When  I  left  college,  the  study  of  poli- 
tics was  almost  chosen  for  me.  It  became  a  part  of 
my  life.  As  my  interest  developed,  it  is  true  that 
my  outlook  upon  life  was  narrowed.  I  was  content 
to  forget,  perhaps,  that  I  was  a  man,  I  strove  fervently 
and  desperately  to  develop  into  the  porfect  political 
machine.  From  that  point  of  view,  nobody  in  England 
would  have  made  me  a  better  wife  than  Lady  Anne 
Clonarty." 

She  nodded. 

"  What  a  blessing  that  you  wrote  that  letter !  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  replied.  "  I  still  think  it  was 
a  great  misfortune.  Frankly,  I  have  no  idea  what 
to  make  of  my  life.  I  don't  know  how  to  start  again, 
to  deal  with  the  pieces  in  any  intelligent  fashion.  Now 
that  I  am  outside  the  thing,  I  see  the  narrowness  of 
it  all,  I  see  that  I  was  giving  up  many  things  which 
are  interesting  and  beautiful,  many  friendships  that 
might  have  been  delightful,  but  on  the  other  hand  there 
was  always  the  pressing  on,  the  big,  vital  side,  the  great 
throb  of  life.  I  miss  it.  I  feel  to  myself  as  a  great 
factory   sounds   on   Sundays    and   holidays,   when   the 
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engine  that  drives  all  the  machinery  of  the  place  is 
silent.  I  wander  among  the  empty,  quiet  places,  and 
I  am  lonely." 

"Have  you  ever  loved  a  woman?"  she  asked. 
Her  voice  had  suddenly  dropped.  He  looked  across 
the  table.  Her  lips  were  slightly  parted,  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  his.  The^-e  was  something  shining  out  of  them 
which  he  did  not  wholly  understand.  He  only  knew 
that  the  question  seemed  to  have  stirred  him  in  some 
new  way.  An  intense  sense  of  pleasurable  content,  a 
feeling  as  though  he  were  listening  to  music,  stole 
through  his  senses.  This  was  a  new  thing.  He  was 
bewildered.  He  leaned  a  little  further  across  the  table. 
He  found  himself  T^'atching  the  faint  blue  veins  of  her 
delicate  fingers,  noticing  the  curious  perfume  of  roses 
that  seemed  to  come  to  him  from  the  flutter  of  the  lace 
around  her  neck. 

"  You  are  a  man.  Sir  Julien.     You  must  be  thirty- 
five  —  perhaps  older.    Yet  somehow  you  have  the  look 
to  me  of  one  who  has  never  cared  at  all." 
"  It  is  true,"  he  admitted. 

"Life,"  she  declared,  "is  a  strange  place.  A  few 
months  ago  your  whole  career  was  one  of  ambition. 
Misfortune  came,  cr  what  you  counted  a  misfortune. 
You  reckoned  yourself  ruined.  It  is  simply  a  change 
of  poise.  You  turn  now  naturally  to  the  other  things 
in  life.  Do  you  know  that  you  will  find  them  greater.? " 
He  shook  his  head. 

"It  is  too  early  for  me  to  believe  that,"  he  said. 
"  I  will  admit  that  now  and  then  in  my  forced  solitude 
I  have  sometimes  realized  that  one  may  become  too  en- 
grossed in  a  career  of  ambition.  One  may  shut  out 
many  things  in  life  that  are  sweet  and  wholesome.    But 
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it  is  too  early  yet  for  me  to  look  back  upon  what  has 
happened  with  equanimity  and  say  that  I  am  glad 
to  be  a  wanderer  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  a  homeless 
man,  a  waif." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"You  know  that  people  are  talking  about  you  in 
London?  '*  she  asked  abruptly. 

He  looked  a  little  startled. 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  sort,"  he  replied.  "  I  have 
scarcely  looked  at  a  newspaper  for  weeks.  Kendricks 
is  over  here  with  some  story  —  '* 

"Who  is  Kendricks?  "  she  interrupted. 

"  A  journalist,  an  old  friend  of  mine.  What  he  told 
me,  though,  I  looked  upon  as  simply  a  little  more 
malice  from  my  friend  Carraby." 

"Tell  me  exactly  his  news?" 

"He  told  me,"  Julien  continued,  "that  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  unrest  over  in  London  concerning  our 
relations  with  France.  The  absolute  cani^or  and  com- 
pletely good  understanding  which  existed  a  short  time 
ago  seems  to  have  become  clouded.  Carraby  is  trying  to 
suggest  in  English  circles  that  I  have  been  using  my  in- 
fluence over  here  against  the  present  government.  The 
absurd  part  of  it  is  that  although  I  have  been  in  France 
for  a  month,  I  arrived  in  Paris  only  yesterday." 

"  I  was  not  alluding  to  that  at  all,"  she  said.  "  It 
is  in  the  country  places,  at  the  by-elections,  and  twice 
in  the  House  itself  lately,  that  things  have  been  said 
which  point  to  a  certain  impatience  at  your  having  been 
dropped  so  completely.     You  know  Brentwood?  " 

"  A  strong,  firm  man,"  Julien  replied,  "  but  scarcely 
a  friend  of  mine." 

"  Well,  in  your  House  of  Parliament,  the  night  before 
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last,"  she  continued,  "  he  said  that  jour  country  needed 
men  at  the  Foreign  Office  who,  however  great  might  be 
their  love  cf  peace,  still  were  not  afraid  of  war,  and 
your  name  was  mentioned." 
Julien  omiled. 

"They  used  to  call  me  the  fire-brand.  I  suppose  I 
am  m  a  great  minority.  I  have  never  been  able  to  see 
that  a  wholesome  war,  in  defense  of  one's  territory  and 
one  s  honor,  is  an  unmixed  curse.  It  is  the  natural 
blood-letting  of  a  strong  country." 

"No  wonder  you  are  unpopular  in  radical  circles," 
she  remarked,  raising  her  eyebrows;  «  but  anyhow,  what 
1  really  want  to  say  to  you  is  this.  Don't  do  anything 
rash.  You  have  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  most 
dangerous  man  in  Europe.  Don't  let  him  control  your 
actions,  don't  let  him  influence  you.  I  want  you  always 
whatever  you  do,  to  leave  the  way  open  for  your' 
return." 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  I  do  not  think  that  my  return  is  ever  possible  " 
"Have  you  talked  with  your   friend   Kendricks?" 
she  asked. 

"  Not  yet,"  he  replied. 

"  Hear  what  he  has  to  say,"  she  continued.  «  Brine 
him  to  see  me  if  you  will." 

"  I  will  try,"  he  promised. 

They  were  silent  for  a  moment,  listening  to  the 
splashing  of  the  fountain  outside  and  the  distant  hum 
of  the  city. 

"Do  you  know  that  you  are  very  kind  to  me? "  he 
said. 

"You  were  very  much  afraid  of  me  yesterday,"  she 
remmded  him. 
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"  Had  I  any  cause?  ** 

She  smiled. 

« I  shall  not  tell  you  my  secrets.  You  must  find  them 
out.  I  have  dabbled  in  politics,  I  have  dabbled  in 
diplomacy.  I  have  not  as  a  rule  very  much  sympathy 
with  your  sex,  as  I  think  you  know.  It  has  never  inter- 
ested me  before  even  to  give  good  advice  to  a  man. 
If  I  were  you,  Sir  Julien,  beyond  a  certain  point  I 
would  not  trust  Madame  Christophor,  for  when  the 
time  comes  I  have  always  the  feeling  that  if  a  man's 
career  lay  within  my  power,  I  would  sooner  wreck  it 
than  help  him." 

"Of  course  you  are  talking  nonsense,"  he  declared. 

"  Am  I?  she  replied.  «  Well,  I  don't  know.  I  can 
look  back  now  to  a  half-hour  of  my  life  when  I  loathed 
every  creature  that  could  call  itself  a  man." 

"But  it  was  a  single  person,"  he  reminded  her, 
"who  sinned." 

"  His  crime  was  too  great  to  be  the  crime  of  a  single 
man,"  she  asserted,  with  a  quiver  of  passion  in  her 
tone.  « It  was  the  culmination  of  the  whole  abominable 
selfishness  of  his  sex.  One  man's  life  is  too  light  a  price 
to  pay  for  the  tragedy  of  that  half-hour.  I  have  never 
spared  one  of  your  sex  since.     I  never  shall." 

"So  far  you  have  been  kind  to  me,"  he  persisted. 

T  L  ?.*.°  ^  ''^'**'"  P°'"*-  ^^y°^^  that,  I  warn  you, 
I  should  have  no  pity.  If  you  were  a  wise  man,  I  think 
even  now  that  you  would  thank  me  for  my  luncheon 
and  take  my  hand  and  bid  me  farewell." 

"Instead  of  which,"  he  answered,  smiling,  "I  am 
waiting  only  to  know  when  you  will  do  me  the  honor 
to  comii  and  dine  with  me?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 
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I  will  make  no  appointment,"  she  said.  "  Send  me 
jour  telephone  number  directly  you  move  into  your 
rooms.  If  I  am  weary  of  myself  I  may  call  for  you, 
but  I  tell  you  frankly  that  you  must  not  expect  it. 
If  I  see  a  way  of  making  use  of  you,  that  will  be 
different." 

*•  May  I  come  and  see  you  again  ?  "  he  begged.  «  You 
are  dismissing  me  rather  abruptly." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  She  was  looking  weary, 
as  though  the  heat  of  the  day  had  tried  her. 

"  I  care  very  little,  after  all,"  she  answered,  "  whether 
I  ever  see  you  again.  I  wish  I  could  care,  although  if 
I  did  the  result  would  be  the  same." 

"  You  asked  me  a  question  a  short  time  ago,"  he  re- 
marked. "  Let  me  ask  you  the  same.  Have  you  never 
cared  for  any  one?  " 

"  I  cared  once  for  my  husband." 

"  You  have  been  married?  " 

"  Most  certainly.  I  lived  with  my  husband  for  two 
years." 

*'  And  now?  "  he  persisted. 

"  We  are  separated.  You  really  do  not  know  my 
other  name  ?  " 

"  I  have  never  heard  you  called  anything  but  Madame 
Christopher." 

"  Well,  you  will  hear  it  in  time,"  she  assured  him. 
"  You  will  probably  think  you  have  made  a  great  dis- 
covery.    In  the  meantime,  farewell." 

She  gave  him  her  hands.  He  held  them  in  his  per- 
haps a  little  longer  than  was  necessary.  She  raised 
her  eyes  questioningly.  He  drew  them  a  little  closer. 
Very  quietly  she  removed  the  right  one  and  touched  a 
bell  by  her  side. 
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"If  my  automobile  is  of  any  service  to  you,  Sir 
Julien,"  she  said,  "  pray  use  it.  It  waits  outside  and 
I  shall  not  be  ready  to  go  out  for  an  hour  at  least." 

"Thank  you,"  he  replied.  "Your  automobile, 
empty,  has  no  attractions." 

The  butler  was  already  in  the  room. 

"See  that  Sir  Julien  makes  use  of  my  automobile 
if  he  cares  to,"  she  ordered.  «  This  has  been  a  very 
pleasant  visit.    I  hope  we  may  soon  meet  again." 

She  avoided  his  eyes.  He  had  an  instinctive  feeling 
that  she  was  either  displeased  or  disappointed  with 
him.  He  followed  the  butler  out  into  the  hall  filled  with 
a  vague  sense  of  self-dissatisfaction. 


CHAPTER   XVn 
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"  You  are  going  to  spend,"  Kendricks  declared,  "  a 
democratic  evening.  You  are  going  to  mix  with  com- 
mon folk.  To-night  we  shall  drink  no  champagne  at 
forty  francs  the  bottle.  On  the  other  hand,  we  shall 
probably  drink  a  great  deal  more  beer  than  is  good 
for  us.     How  do  you  find  the  atmosphere  here?" 

"Filthy!" 

"  I  was  afraid  you  might  notice  it,"  Kendricks  re- 
marked. "Never  mind,  presently  you  will  forget  it. 
You  have  never  been  here  before,  I  presume?  " 

"I  have  not,"  Julien  agreed.  "I  daresay  I  shall 
find  it  interesting.  You  would  n't  describe  it  as  quiet, 
would  you  ?  " 

"  One  does  not  eat  quietly  here,"  Kendricks  replied. 
"  Four  hundred  people,  mostly  Germans,  when  they  eat 
are  never  silent.  The  service  of  four  hundred  dinners 
continues  at  the  same  time.  Listen  to  them.  Close 
your  eyes  and  you  will  appreciate  the  true  music  of 
crockery." 

"If   that   infernal   little   band   would   keep  quiet," 
Julien  grumbled,  "  one  might  hear  oneself  talk !  " 
"  Let  us  have  no  more  criticisms,"  Kendricks  begged. 
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"To-night  you  are  of  the  working  class.     You  may 
perhaps  be  a  small  manufacturer,  the  agent  of  a  manu- 
facturing firm  in  the  country,  a  clerk  with  a  moderate 
salary,  or  a  mechanic  in  his  best  clothes.     Remember 
that  and  do  not  complain  of  the  music.     You  do  not 
hear  it  every  day.    Let  us  hear  no  more  blasd  speeches, 
if  you  please.  .  .  .  Good!     The  dinner  arrives.     We 
dine  here,  my  friend,  for  two  francs.    You  will  probably 
require  another  meal  before  the  evening  is  concluded. 
On  the  other  hand,  you  may  feel  that  you  never  require 
another  meal  as  long  as  you  live.    That  is  a  matter  of 
luck.     In  any  case,  you  had  better  squeeze  a  little 
further  up.    Madame  and  her  two  daughters  are  going 
to  sit  next  to  you,  an  J  opposite  there  will  be  monsieur, 
and  I  judge  the  fiance  of  one  of  the  young  ladies.    It 
wiU  be  a  family  party.     If  there  is  anything  in  that 
dish  of  hort  d'oBUvres  which  you  fancy  particularly, 
help  yourself  quickly.     In  a  moment  or  two  there  will 
be  no  opportunity." 

The  two  men  were  seated  opposite  one  another  at  a 
long  table  in  a  huge  popular  restaurant  in  the  heart  of 
the  city.  It  was  Kendricks'  plan  —  Kendricks,  in  fact, 
had  insisted  upon  it. 

"  You  know,  my  dear  Julien,"  he  continued,  «  a  cer- 
tain education  is  necessary  for  you.  If  only  I  had  a 
little  more  time  I  should  be  invaluable.  You  have  taken 
all  your  life  too  narrow  a  view.  That  wretched  Eton 
training!  You  would  have  been  better  off  at  a  board- 
school.    We  all  should." 

"You  were  at  Winchester  yourself,"  Julien  reminded 
lum,  trying  some  of  the  bread  and  approving  of  it. 

"For  a  short  time  only,"  Kendricks  admitted,  «  and 
then  you  forget  the  years  after  which  I  spent  in  the 
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byways.  Oh,  I  know  my  people!  I  know  the  common 
people  of  America  and  England  and  France  and  Ger- 
many. I  know  them  and  love  them.  I  love  the  middle 
classes,  too,  the  honestly  vulgar,  honestly  snobbish, 
foolishly  ambitious,  yet  over-cautious  middle  class.  The 
extreme  types  of  every  nation  lose  their  racial  indi- 
viduality. You  find  the  true  thing  only  among  the 
bourgeoisie.  Oh,  if  I  only  knew  whether  these  people," 
he  added,  "  understood  English !  " 

"  You  must  not  risk  it,**  Julien  warned  him.  "  Mad- 
ame has  already  her  eye  upon  you." 

"  As  a  possible  suitor  for  that  unmated  daughter  on 
her  right,  I  suspect,"  Kendricks  declared.  "  The  young 
lady  has  looked  at  me  twice  and  down  at  her  plate. 
Julien,  you  must  change  places.*' 

"  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort,*'  Julien  retorted. 

"  If  I  ingratiate  myself  with  this  family  and  trouble 
comes  of  it,"  Kendricks  continued,  "  the  fault  will  be 
yours.  Madame,'*  he  added,  standing  up  and  bowing, 
"  will  you  permit  me?  " 

Madame  had  been  looking  at  the  bread.  Kendricks 
gallantly  offered  it.  Madame*s  bows  and  smiles  were 
a  thing  delightful  to  behold.  Mademoiselle,  too,  would 
take  bread,  if  monsieur  was  so  kind.  When  Kendricks 
sat  down  again,  the  way  was  paved  for  general  con- 
versation. Julien,  however,  practically  buttonholed  his 
friend. 

"Kendricks,"  he  said,  "you  have  told  me  nothing 
about  England." 

"  There  is  little  to  tell,"  Kendricks  replied.  "  The 
little  there  is  will  filter  from  me  during  the  evening. 
We  are  spending  a  long  evening  together,  you  know, 
Julien." 
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"  Heavens  alive!  "  Julien  groaned.  "  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  am  strong  enough." 

"Eat  that  soup,"  Kendricks  advised  him.  "That, 
at  least,  is  sustaining.  Never  mind  stirring  it  up  to 
gee  what  vegetable*  are  at  the  bottom.  Take  my  word 
for  it,  it  is  good.  And  leave  the  pepper-pot  alone. 
How  the  people  crowd  in !  You  perceive  the  commercial 
traveler  with  a  customer?  How  they  talk  about  that 
last  order!  The  fat  man  facing  you  puzzles  me.  I 
wish  I  could  know  the  occupation  of  our  neighbors.  I 
am  curious.'* 

"  I  should  ask  them,"  Julien  suggested  dryly. 

"  An  idea !  "  Kendricks  assented  approvingly.  "  Let 
us  wait  until  they  have  drunk  the  free  wine.  You 
understand,  my  dear  Julien,  that  you  pay  nothing  for 
that  flask  which  stands  by  your  side?  It  comes  with 
the  dinner.    It  is  free." 

Julien  helped  himself,  and  sipped  it  thoughtfully. 

"  At  least,"  he  murmured,  as  he  set  his  glass  down, 
"  one  is  thankful  that  we  do  not  pay  for  it !  " 

"  There  are  some,"  Kendricks  remarked,  «  who  pre- 
fer beer.  Personally,  I  like  to  preserve  my  local  color. 
Vin  ordinaire  in  Paris,  beer  in  Germany.     Madame!" 

Kendricks  had  caught  madame's  eye  with  the  glass 
at  his  lips.  He  rose  at  once  and  bowed.  Madame 
acknowledged  his  graciousness  with  a  huge  smile,  which 
spread  even  to  her  double  chin.  Monsieur  leaned  for- 
ward and  joined  in  the  ceremony.  Mademoiselle,  after 
a  timid  glance  at  her  mother,  also  responded.  Ken- 
dricks' character  as  an  Englishman  of  gallantry  was 
thoroughly  established. 

"I  am  doing  our  national  character  good,"  he  de- 
clared to  Julien,  as  he  set  down  his  glass  empty.    «  As 
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to  my  own  constitution  —  but  let  that  pais.  We  will 
drown  this  stuff  in  honest  beer,  later  on.  How  are  you 
getting  on  witi;  the  fish?** 

"It  is  excellent  —  really  excellent,"  Julien  pro- 
claimed. "  Do  you  mean  to  say  seriously  that  you  are 
going  to  pay  only  two  francs  each  for  this  repast? " 

**  Not  a  centime  more,"  Kendricks  assured  him.  "  Do 
you  know  why  I  brought  you  here?  ** 

"Part  of  my  education,  I  suppose,'*  Julien  replied 
resignedly. 

"  Quite  true.  Further  than  that,  I  am  here  on  busi- 
ness for  my  paper.  I  am  here  to  study  the  effect  of 
the  German  invasion  of  Paris.  This  place  is  being 
spoken  of  as  being  the  haunt  of  Germans.  It  still 
seems  to  me  that  I  find  plenty  of  the  real  French 
people." 

"  Do  we  pursue  your  investigations  elsewhere  during 
the  course  of  the  evening?  '*  Julien  inquired. 

"The  whole  of  our  evening,"  Kendricks  told  him, 
"is  devoted  to  that  purpose,  and  incidentally,"  he 
added,  "  to  your  education.  We  are  going  for  red-' 
blooded  pleasure  to-night,  for  the  real  thing,  —  for  the 
hearty  laughs,  for  the  wholesome  appetites ;  no  caviare 
sandwiches,  over-dry  champagne,  rouged  lips  and  Rue 
de  la  Paix  hats  for  us.  If  we  make  love,  we  make  love 
honestly.  Mademoiselle  may  permit  a  clasp  of  her 
hand  —  no  more." 

"  So  far,'*  Julien  remarked,  "  mademoiselle  —  " 

"  That  is  for  later,"  Kendricks  interrupted  briskly. 
"  We  shall  go  to  a  singing-hall  —  a  German  singing- 
hall.  The  mademoiselles  whom  we  meet  will  probably 
have  their  own  sweethearts.  Somehow,  to-night  I  fancy 
that  we  shall  be  lookers-on.    What  does  it  matter?    We 
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■h«U  at  leut  nee  life.  We  shall  catch  the  shadows  of 
other  people's  happinesses.  It  is,  I  believe,  the  sin- 
cerest  form.  The  chicken,  dear  Julien,  — what  of  the 
chicken?  ** 

Julien  hesitated. 

"There  is  little  to  be  said  against  it,"  he  confetsed. 
"  The  only  trouble  is  that  it  fails  to  arrive." 

Kendricks  summoned  a  waiter,  a  task  of  no  incon- 
siderable difficulty,  for  the  service  was  automatic  —  the 
dishes  were  set  upon  the  toble  and  the  waiter  disap- 
peared for  the  next  lot.  Anything  intervening  was 
almost  impossible.  Monsieur,  Kendricks  doclared,  point- 
ing indignantly  across  the  tab.e,  had  nof  horn  served 
with  chicken !  The  waiter  shook  his  head.  It  was  un- 
heard of!  Monsieur  had  probably  had  his  chick  n  and 
forgotten  it.  The  chicken  had  been  brought,  two  por- 
tions. There  was  no  doubt  about  it.  But  where  then 
had  the  chicken  been  hidden?  Kendricks  became  fluent. 
He  looked  under  the  table.  He  pointed  to  his  friend's 
empty  plate.  The  waiter,  only  half  convinced,  departed 
with  a  vague  promise.     Kendricks  sipped  his  wine. 

"  It  is  a  regrettable  incident,"  he  declared,  "  but  in 
the  excitement  of  conversation,  Julien,  I  ate  both  por- 
tions of  chicken." 

He  had  lapsed  into  French,  the  language  in  which  he 
had  argued  with  the  waiter.  Madame  was  overcome 
with  the  humor  of  the  affair.  Mademoiselle  tittered  as 
she  leaned  across  and  told  her  fiance.  The  unattached 
mademoiselle  looke<l  her  sympathy  with  Julien.  Mon- 
sieur saw  the  joke  and  laughed  heartily.  They  looked 
reproachfully  at  Kendricks.  To  them  it  was  indeed  a 
tragedy ! 

"Madame,"  Kendricks  explained,  «  it  is  not  my  cus- 
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torn  to  be  so  greedy.  The  waiter  set  both  portions 
before  me,  meaning,  without  doubt,  that  I  should  pass 
one  to  my  friend.  Alas !  in  the  pleasure  of  conversation 
in  these  delightful  surroundings,"  —  he  bowed  low  to 
mademoiselle  —  "  something,  I  don't  know  what  it  was, 
carried  me  away,  and  I  ate  and  ate  until  both  portions 
were  vanished.  Ah !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Triimiph !  The 
waiter  returns.  He  brings  chicken,  too,  for  my  friend. 
6ar9on,  you  have  done  well.  Vou  shall  be  rewarded. 
It  is  excellent." 

The  waiter,  still  with  a  protesting  air,  passed  up  the 
chicken.  The  little  party  was  convulsed  with  merri- 
ment. They  all  watched  Julien  eat  his  tardy  course. 
Kendricks,  with  an  air  of  recklessness,  sipped  more 
wine. 

"  I  flatter  myself,"  he  said,  "  that  before  very  long 
I  shall  have  taught  you  to  forget  that  you  were  ever 
a  Cabinet  Minister,  that  you  were  ever  at  Eton,  that 
you  were  ever  at  Oxford.  One  does  not  live  in  those 
places,  you  know,  Julien.  One  shrivels  instead  of  ex- 
pands. .  .  .  My  friend,  we  have  dined." 

"  Is  there  nothing  more  ?  "  Julien  asked. 

"  There  is  fruit,"  Kendricks  admitted.  "  It  was  in 
my  mind  to  spare  you  the  fruit.  I  see  it  to  right  and 
left  of  us  being  handed  around  —  nuts,  a  banana, 
apples  whose  exterior  I  trust  is  misleading.  Never 
mind,  you  have  desired  fruit  and  you  shall  have  it. 
Waiter,  monsieur  desires  his  fruit." 

The  waiter  disappeared  and  in  a  moment  or  two 
Julien  was  served. 

"Coffee,  if  you  will?" 

"  No  coffee,  thanks,"  Julien  decided.  "  If  we  are 
really  going  to  spend  the  evening  visiting  places  of 
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entertainment  of  a  similar  class,  let  us  reserve  our 
coffee.    A  large  cigar,  I  think." 

Kendricks  sighed. 

"  I  hate  to  go.  Mademoiselle  opposite  is  pleased  with 
me.  I  have  made  a  good  impression  upon  madame. 
Monsieur  is  ready  to  extend  to  me  the  right  hand  of 
fellowship.  One  of  those  pleasing  little  romances  one 
dreams  about  might  here  find  a  commencement.  In  a 
week's  time  I  might  be  accepted  as  a  son-in-law  of  the 
house.  I  see  all  the  signs  of  assent  already  beaming  in 
madame's  eye.    Perhaps  we  had  better  go,  Julien !  " 

They  took  their  leave,  not  without  the  exchange  of 
many  smiles  and  bows  with  the  little  family  party  they 
left  behind.  They  walked  slowly  down  the  room,  arm 
in  arm. 

"We  were  fortunate,  you  see,  in  our  neighbors," 
Kendricks  declared.  «*  There  are  Germans  everywhere 
here.  One  is  curious  about  these  people.  One  wonders 
how  far  they  have  imbibed  the  manners  and  customs 
of  the  people  among  whom  they  live.  Are  they  still 
absolutely  and  entirely  Teutons,  do  you  suppose?  Do 
they  intermarry  here,  make  friends,  or  do  they  remain 
an  alien  element?  " 

"  To  judge  by  appearances,"  Julien  remarked,  «*  they 
remain  an  alien  element.  It  is  astonishing  how  seldom 
you  see  mixed  parties  of  French  people  and  Germans 
here." 

"  It  is  exactly  to  make  observations  upon  that  point 
that  I  am  in  Paris,"  Kendricks  asserted.  "  My  people 
are  curious.  They  want  me  to  watch  and  write  about 
it.  Do  you  know  that  there  is  a  feeling  in  London, 
Julien,  that  we  are  reaching  the  climax?  " 

Julien  nodded. 
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"I  can  quite  believe  it,"  he  replied.  "Falkenberg 
seems  to  show  every  desire  to  force  our  hand." 

**  May  the  Lord  deliver  us  from  a  (rermanized  Paris ! " 
Kendricks  prayed.  "  They  may  have  the  Ritz,  if  they 
will,  and  the  Elysees  Palace.  They  may  have  all  the 
halls  of  fashion  and  gilt  and  wealth.  They  may  swamp 
the  Pr^  Catelan  and  the  Armenonville,  so  long  as  they 
leave  us  the  real  Paris.  Come,  we  take  our  coflFee  here. 
This  is  a  German  cafe,  if  you  like.  Never  mind,  let 
us  see  if  by  chance  any  French  people  have  wan- 
dered in." 

They  drank  coffee  at  a  little  table  in  a  huge  build- 
ing, hung  with  tobacco  smoke,  with  the  inevitable  band 
at  one  end,  and  crowded  with  people.  Kendricks  smiled 
as  the  waiter  brought  them  sugared  cakes  with  their 
coffee. 

"It  is  Germany,"  he  declared.  "Look!  An  odd 
Frenchman  or  two,  perhaps ;  no  French  women.  Look 
at  the  hats,  the  women's  faces.  The  hats  looked  well 
enough  in  the  shop-windows  here.  What  an  ignoble 
end  for  them !  From  an  aesthetic  point  of  view,  Julien, 
nothing  is  more  terrible  than  the  domesticity  of  the 
Grerman.  If  only  he  could  be  persuaded  to  leave  his 
wife  at  home !  Think  how  much  more  attractive  it  would 
make  these  places.  He  would  have  more  money  to  spend 
upon  himself,  upon  his  own  beer  and  his  own  pretzels, 
and  in  time,  no  doubt,  a  lonely  feeling,  a  feeling  of  senti- 
ment, would  overpower  him,  ana  ;he  vacant  chair  would 
be  filled  by  one  of  these  vivacious  little  women  who 
might  teach  him  in  time  that  blood  was  meant  to  flow, 
not  to  ooze  like  mud." 

"I  shall  begin  to  think,"  Julien  remarked,  "that 
you  don*t  like  Germans." 
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"There  you  are  wrong,"  Kendricks  replied.  "In 
their  own  country  I  like  them.  They  have  all  the  good 
qualities.  Grermany  for  the  Germans,  I  should  say 
always,  and  me  for  any  other  country.  We  have  drunk 
our  coffee.    Let  us  go." 

They  passed  on  to  a  music-hall,  where  they  listened 
to  a  mixed  performance  and  drank  beer  out  of  long 
glasses,  served  to  them  by  a  distinctly  Teutonic  waiter. 
Greatly  to  Kendricks'  annoyance,  however,  they  were 
surrounded  by  English  and  Americans,  and  were  too 
tightly  packed  in  to  change  their  seats.  On  the  way 
out,  however,  he  suddenly  beamed. 

"Behold!  "he  exclaimed. 

He  swept  his  hat  from  his  head.  It  was  their  com- 
panions at  the  dinner  table.  Madame  was  pleased  to 
remember  him,  also  mademoiselle. 

"  I  shall  invite  them  to  supper,"  Kendricks  declared. 

"  If  you  do,"  Julien  retorted,  "  I  shall  go  home." 

Kendricks  heaved  a  long  sigh  as  he  regretfully  let 
them  pass  by. 

"  It 's  just  a  touch  of  Oxford  left  in  you,"  he  com- 
plained. "  For  myself,  I  know  that  madame  would  be 
excellent  company,   and  I   am   perfectly  certain   that 

mademoiselle   would   let   me   whisper  —  discreetly in 

her  ear.    Alas !  it  is  a  lost  opportunity,  and  from  here 
we  go  —  to  who  knows  what.'*  " 

He  was  suddenly  serious.     Julien  looked  at  him  in 
surprise.     They  were  standing  on  the  pavement  out 
side.    Kendricks  consulted  his  watch. 

You  have  courage,  I  know,  my  friend,"  he  said. 
"That  is  one  reason  why  I  choose  you  for  my  com- 
panion to-night.  I  have  two  tickets  for  a  German 
socialist   gathering  hero.     The   tickets   were   obtained 
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with  extraordinarj  difHculty.  I  know  that  your  German 
V  pure  and  I  can  trust  to  my  own.  From  this  minute, 
not  a  word  in  any  other  language,  if  you  please." 

"I  am  really  not  sure,"  Julien  objected,  *•  that  I 
want  to  go  to  a  German  socialist  meeting.  In  any  case 
I  am  himgry."  ' 

" Hungry !"Kendrick8  exclaimed.  "Hungry!  What 
ingratitude!  But  be  calm,  my  friend,"  he  added,  tak- 
ing Julien's  arm,  «  there  will  be  sausages  and  beer  where 
we  are  going." 

"In  that  case,"  Julieu  agreed,  "I  am  with  you. 
Which  waj  ? " 

"  Almost  opposite  us,"  Kendricks  declared.  "  Come 
along." 

They  paused  outside  a  brilliantly  iit  caf6  with  a 
German  name.    Julien  looked  at  it  doubtfully. 

"Surely  they  don»t  hold  meetings  in  a  place  like 
this?  "  he  muttered. 

Kendricks  lowered  his  voice. 

**  We  go  into  the  cafe  first,"  he  said.  «  The  meeting 
is  in  a  private  room.    Come." 

They  pushed  open  the  swinging  doors  and  entered 
the  place. 
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The  braaterie  into  which  the  two  men  pushed  their 
way  was  smaller  and  less  ornate  than  the  one  which 
they  had  last  visited.  Many  of  the  tables,  too,  were 
laid  for  supper.  The  tone  of  the  place  was  still  en- 
tirely Teutonic.  Kendricks  and  his  companion  seated 
themselves  at  a  table. 

"You  will  eat  sausage?"  Kendricks  asked. 

"  I  will  eat  anything,'*  Julien  replied. 

•*  It  is  better,"  Kendricks  remarked.  "  Here  from 
the  first  we  may  be  watched.  We  are  certainly  observed. 
Be  sure  that  you  do  not  let  fall  a  single  word  of  Eng- 
lish.    It  might  be  awkward  afterwards." 

"  It 's  a  beastly  language,"  Julien  declared,  "  but  the 
beer  and  sausages  help.  How  many  of  the  people  here 
will  be  at  the  meeting.?  " 

"Not  a  hundredth  part  of  them,"  Kendricks  an- 
swered. "  It  was  a  terrible  job  to  get  these  tickets  and 
I  would  n't  like  to  guarantee  now  that  we  have  them  that 
we  get  there.  Remember,  if  any  questions  are  asked, 
you  're  an  American,  the  editor  or  envoy  of  The  Com- 
ing Age" 

"  The  dickens  I  am !  "  Julien  exclaimed.  "  Where 
am  I  published?  " 
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"  In  New  York;  you  're  a  new  issue.'* 
Julien  ate  sausages  and  bread  and  butter  steaday  for 
several  minutes.  ^ 

"To  me,"  he  announced,  "there  is  something  more 
satisfying  about  a  meal  of  this  description  than  that 
two-franc  dinner  where  you  stole  my  chicken.*' 

"You  have  Teutonic  instincts,  without  a  doubt" 
Kendricks  declared,  «  but  after  all,  why  not  a  light  din- 
ner and  an  appetite  for  supper?  Better  for  the  di- 
gestion, better  for  the  pocket,  better  for  passing  the 
time.    What  are  you  staring  at?  " 

Julien  was  looking  across  the  room  with  fixed  eyes. 
I  was  watching  a  man  who  has  been  sitting  at  a 
small  table  over  there,"  he  remarked.     «  He  has  just 
gone  out  through  that  inner  door.     For  a  moment  I 
could  have  sworn  that  it  was  Carl  Freudenberg." 
Kendricks  shook  his  head. 

"Mr.  Carl  Freudenberg  takes  many  risks,  but  I  do 
not  thmk  he  would  care  to  show  himself  here." 

**  It  is  no  crime  that  he  is  in  Paris,"  Julien  objected. 
In  a  sense  it  is,"  Kendricks  said.  «  These  incognito 
visits  of  his  must  soon  cease  if  they  were  talked  too 
much  about.  Then  there  is  another  thing.  This  cafe 
w  the  headquarters  of  German  socialism  in  Paris,  and 
Herr  Freudenberg  is  the  sworn  enemy  of  socialists.  He 
fights  them  with  an  iron  hand,  wherever  he  comes  into 
contact  with  them.  This  is  a  law-abiding  place,  with- 
out a  doubt,  and  the  Germans  as  a  rule  are  a  law- 
abiding  people,  but  I  would  not  feel  quite  sure  that  he 
would  leave  unmolested  if  he  were  recognized  here  at 
this  minute." 

**  You  think  he  knows  that?  "  Julien  asked. 

"  Knows  it !  "  Kendricks  replied  scornfully.    «  There 
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ia  nothing  goes  on  in  Paris  that  he  does  not  know.  He 
peers  into  every  nook  and  comer  of  the  city.  He 
knows  the  feelings  of  the  aristocrats,  of  the  bourgeoisie, 
of  the  official  classes.  Not  only  that,  he  knows  their 
feelings  towards  England,  towards  the  Triple  Alliance, 
towards  Russia.  He  never  seems  to  ask  questions,  he 
never  forgets  an  answer.  He  is  a  wonderful  man,  in 
short;  but  I  do  not  think  that  you  will  see  him  here 
to-night." 

The  long  hand  of  the  clock  pointed  toward  midnight. 
Kendricks  called  for  the  bill  and  paid  it. 

"  We  go  this  way,"  he  announced,  "  through  the  bil- 
liard rooms." 

They  left  the  cafe  by  the  swing-door  to  which  Julien 
had  pointed,  passed  through  a  crowded  billiard  room, 
every  table  of  which  was  in  use,  down  a  narrow  corridor 
till  they  came  face  to  face  with  a  closed  door,  on  which 
was  inscribed  «  Number  12."  Kendricks  knocked  softly 
and  it  was  at  once  opened.  There  was  another  door  a 
few  yards  further  on,  and  between  the  two  a  very  tall 
doorkeeper  and  a  small  man  in  spectacles. 

"Who  are  you?"  the  doorkeeper  demanded  gruffly. 

Kendricks  produced  his  tickets.  The  tall  man,  how- 
ever, did  not  move.  He  scrutinized  them,  word  for  word. 
Then  he  scrutinized  the  faces  of  the  two  men.  Ken- 
dricks he  seemed  inclined  to  pass,  but  he  looked  at 
Julien  for  long,  and  in  a  puzzlai  manner. 

"Of  what  nationality  is  your  friend?"  he  asked 
Kendricks. 

"  I  am  an  American,"  Julien  replied. 

"  And  your  profession  ?  " 

"  A  newspaper  editor.     I  edit  The  Commg  Age.'* 

"This  is  not  altogether  in  order,"  the  tall  man  de- 
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clared.     "The  meeting  which  we  are  holding  to-night 
is  not  one  in  which  the  Press  is  interested.     We  are 
here  to  discuss  one  man,  and  one  man  only.    I  do  not 
think  that  you  would  hear  anything  you  could  print, 
and  as  you  do  not  belong  to  our  direct  association  here 
I  think  it  would  be  better  if  you  did  not  enter." 
Kendricks  stood  his  ground,  however. 
"  I  must  appeal,"  he  said,  "  to  your  secretary." 
The  little  man  in  spectacles  came  forward.    Kendricks 
stated  his  case  with  much  indignation. 

**Here  am  I,"  he  announced,  "editor  of  the  only 
socialist  paper  in  London  worthy  of  the  title.  I  come 
over  because  I  hear  of  this  meeting.  I  bring  with  me 
my  American  friend,  the  editor  of  The  Coming  Age. 
For  no  other  reason  have  we  visited  Paris  than  for  this. 
If  you  refuse  us  admission  to  this  meeting,  the  whole 
of  the  English  branch  will  consider  it  an  insult." 
"  And  the  American,"  Julien  put  in  firmly. 
The  two  men  whispered  together.  The  taller  one, 
still  grumbling,  stood  on  one  side. 

"  Pass  in,"  he  directed.    « It  is  not  strictly  in  order, 
but  our  secretary  permits." 

The  two  men  passed  on.  The  room  in  which  they 
found  themselves  was  a  small  one  and  there  were  not 
more  than  fifty  people  present.  It  was  very  dimly  lit 
and  they  could  barely  make  out  the  forms  of  the  row  of 
men  who  were  sitting  upon  chairs  upon  the  platform. 
They  contented  themselves  with  seats  quite  close  to  the 
door.  No  drinks  were  being  served  here.  Although 
one  or  two  men  were  smoking,  the  general  aspect  seemed 
to  be  one  of  stem  and  serious  intensity.  A  man  upon 
the  platform  was  just  finishing  speaking  as  they  entered, 
and  he  apparently  called  upon  some  one  else.    A  large 
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and  heavy  German  stood  up  on  the  centre  of  the  sU^tly 
raised  stage.  He  wore  shapeless  clothes  and  horn- 
rimmed spectacles.  His  face  was  benevolent.  He  had 
a  double  chin  and  a  soft  voice. 

"  My  brothers,"  he  said,  "  at  these  our  meetings  we 
have  many  things  to  discuss.  We  have  little  time  to 
waste.  Why  beat  about  the  bush?  I  am  here  to  speak 
to  you  of  the  greatest  enemy  our  cause  has  in  the  world 
—  Prince  Adolf  Rudolf  von  Falkenberg." 

He  paused.  There  was  an  ugly  little  murmur 
through  the  room.  It  was  very  easy  indeed  to  under- 
stand that  the  man  whose  name  had  been  mentioned 
was  unpopular. 

"The  cause  of  socialism,"  the  speaker  continued, 
"  is  the  one  cause  we  all  have  at  heart.  In  our  Father- 
land it  flourishes,  but  it  flourishes  slowly.  The  reason 
that  we  are  denied  our  just  and  legitimate  triumphs 
is  simply  owing  to  the  vigorous  opposition,  the  brutal 
enmity,  of  Prince  Adolf  Rudolf  von  Falkenberg.  My 
brothers,  this  man  has  been  warned.  His  only  answer 
has  been  a  fresh  and  more  diabolical  measure.  He 
fights  us  everywhere  with  the  fierceness  of  a  man  who 
hates  his  enemy.  It  is  our  duty,  brethren,  that  we  do 
not  see  our  cause  retarded  by  the  enmity  of  any  one 
man.  Therefore,  it  is  my  business  to  say  to  you  to- 
night that  that  man  should  be  removed." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  voices,  one  clearer  than  the 
others. 

"  But  how?  " 

The  man  on  the  platform  adjusted  his  spectacles. 

"  My  brother  asks  how?  I  will  tell  him.  Falkenberg 
loves  war.  We  others  hate  it.  We  work  always  to  in- 
fuse  throughout    the   army    our   own   principles    and 
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theories.  Falkenberg  falls  upon  them  with  all  his  might 
and  main.  There  are  orders  posted  in  every  barracks 
in  Gcrmanj.  Our  literature  is  confiscated.  Any  man 
preaching  our  doctrines  is  drummed  out  upon  the 
streets.  I  say  that  these  things  cannot  last.  I  mj 
that  Falkenberg  must  go.  A  friend  in  the  audience 
has  asked  how.  1  will  answer  you.  There  is  a  body 
of  men  whose  beliefs  nre  somewhat  »imilar  to  ours,  but 
who  go  further.  It  is  possible  they  see  ♦he  truth.  But 
for  us  at  present  it  is  not  possible  to  accept  their 
general  principles.  This  case  is  an  exception.  The 
anarchists  of  Berlin,  one  of  whom,  Franz  Kuzmnn,  is 
here  to-night,  will  dispose  of  Falkenberg  for  us  if  we 
provide  sufficient  funds  to  make  an  escape  possible,  and 
an  annuity  for  the  executioner  should  he  live,  or  for  his 
wife  should  he  die." 

There  was  a  slow,  ominous  murmur  of  voices.  The 
fat  man  on  the  platform  beamed  at  everybody. 

"  Kuzman  is  here  upon  the  platform,"  he  announced. 
"  Does  any  one  wish  to  hear  him?  " 

Kuzman  stood  up  —  an  awkward,  rawboned,  dark- 
featured  man.  In  a  coat  that  was  too  short  for  him, 
he  stood  rather  like  a  puppet  upon  the  platform. 

"  If  you  delegates  of  the  socialist  sccietios  decide  that 
it  is  just,"  he  said,  in  a  hoarse,  unpleasant  tone,  "  I  am 
willing  to  see  that  Falkenberg  meets  h'  reward.  I  can 
say  no  more.  I  do  not  fail.  I  move  against  no  one 
save  those  who  deserve  death  and  against  whom  the 
death  sentence  has  been  pronounced.  But  when  I  do 
move,  that  man  dies." 

He  resumed  his  seat.     The  fat  man  went  on. 
**  Is  it  your  wish,"  he  asked,  "  that  Kuzman  be  au- 
thorized by  you  to  arrange  this  affair?  " 
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The  murmur  of  voicei  was  scarcely  intelligible. 

"Into  the  hands  of  every  one  of  you,»»  the  fat  man 

contmued,     wiU  be  placed  a  strip  of  paper.    You  wiU 

write  upon  it  •  Yes  '  or  '  No.'    Kuzman  will  be  instructed 

accordmg  to  your  verdict." 

Some  one  on  the  platform  bustled  around.  Kendricks 
and  Julien  were  both  supplied  with  the  lohg  strips.  In 
a  few  minutes  these  were  collected.  The  man  upon  the 
platform  turned  up  the  lights  a  little  higher.  He  drew  a 
small  table  towards  him  and  began  sorting  out  the 
papers  mto  two  heaps.  One  was  obviously  much  larger 
than  the  other.  Towards  the  end  he  came  across  a 
8lip,  however,  at  which  he  paused.  He  read  it  with 
knitted  brows,  half  rose  to  his  feet  and  stopped.  Then 
he  went  on  with  his  counting.    Presently  he  got  up 

«  My  brothers,"  he  said,  «  there  are  forty-two  papers 
here^  Of  these,  thirty-five  agree  to  the  appointment 
of  Kuzman  for  the  purpose  we  have  spoken  of.  Six 
are  against  it.     One  paper  I  will  read  to  you.     The 


writer  has  not  troubled  to  put 
is  what  I  find  : 


Yes  »  or  *  No.'    This 


Falkenberg  has  served  his  Emperor  and  his  country  to 
Uie  whole  extent  of  his  will  and  his  capacity.  He  has  riven 
his  life  to  make  his  country  great.  If  he  has  been  stern 
upon  the  cause  of  socialism,  it  is  because  he  does  not  believe 
that  socialism,  as  it  is  at  present  preached,  is  good  for 
Germany.     I  vote,  therefore,  that  Falkenberg  live. 

"We  desire  to  know,"  the  speaker  continued,  "who 

wrote  those  words.     They  do  not  sound  like  the  words 

of  one  of  our  delegates.    Johann  and  Hesler,  stand  by 

ho  door     Turn  up  the  lights.    Let  us  see  exactly  ^ho 

there  is  here  to-night  unknown  to  us." 
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There  was  a  little  murmur.  A  man  who  sat  only 
three  or  four  places  off  from  Kendricks  and  Julien 
rose  silently  to  his  feet  and  moved  towards  the  door. 
It  was  as  yet  locked,  however.  From  the  other  end  of 
the  room  the  lights  were  suddenly  heightened.  The 
faces  of  the  men  were  now  distinctly  visible.  A  light 
in  the  body  of  the  hall  flared  up.  A  man  was  discovered 
with  his  hand  upon  the  door  handle.  There  was  a  hoarse 
murmur  of  voices. 

"Who  is  he?  Hold  fast  of  the  door!  Let  no  one 
pass  out !  ** 

The  man  turned  quickly  round.  The  light  flashed 
upon  his  face.  Julien  was  the  first  to  recognize  him 
and  he  gripped  Kendricks  by  the  arm. 

"  My  God !  "  he  muttered,  "  it  *s  Falkenberg  himself! 
Who  is  the  man  with  the  key?  " 

Kendricks  pointed  to  him.  They  crept  closer.  Then 
that  hoarse  murmur  of  voices  turned  suddenly  into  a 
low,  passionate  cry. 

"  Falkenberg !    Falkenberg  himself !  " 

The  toymaker  made  no  further  attempt  at  conceal- 
ment. He  drew  himself  up  and  faced  them.  They  were 
creeping  towards  him  now  from  all  corners  of  the  room 
—  an  ugly-looking  set  of  men,  mej.  with  an  ugly  pur- 
pose in  their  faces. 

"  Yes,  I  am  Falkenberg !  "  he  cried.  "  I  am  here  to 
spy  upon  you,  if  you  will.  Why  not?  Kill  me,  if  you 
choose,  but  I  warn  you  that  if  you  do  the  whole  of 
Germany  will  rise  against  you  and  your  cause." 

"  Don't  let  him  escape !  "  some  one  shouted  from  the 
platform. 

«  Gag  him !  » 

"It  is  fate!" 
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"He  is  ours!" 
"A  rope!" 

There   was   no   mistaking  the   feeling  of   the  men. 
Julien  whispered  swiftly  in  Kendricks'  ear.     Simultan- 
eously his  right  arm  shot  out.    The  man  who  guarded 
the  door  felt  his  neck  suddenly  twisted  back.     Ken- 
dricks snatched  the  key  from  his  hand  and  thrust  it 
in  the  lock.     Some  one  struck  him  a  violent  blow  on 
the  head.     He  reeled,  but  was  still  able  to  turn  the 
key.     They  came  then  with  a  howl  from  aU  parts  of 
the  room.     Julien  felt  a  storm  of  blows.     Falkenberg, 
with  one  swoop  of  his  long  arm,  disposed  of  their  near- 
est assailant. 
"Get  off,  man,"  Kendricks  ordered.     "You  first!" 
The  door  was  wide  open  now.     They  half  stumbled, 
half  fell  into  the  outer  cafe.     The  orchestra  stopped 
playing,  people  rose  to  their  feet.     Before  they  well 
knew   what   was   happening,   Falkenberg   had    slipped 
through  their  midst  and  passed  out  of  the  door.     One 
of  the  pursuers,  with  a  howl  of  rage,  sprang  after  him, 
but  he  tripped  against  an  abutting  marble  table  and 
fell.    Kendricks  and  Julien  stepped  quietly  to  one  side, 
threading  their  way  among  the  throng  of  customers 
m  the  cafe.    Loud  voices  shouted  for  an  explanation. 
"It  was  a  pickpocket,"  some  one  called  out  from 

among  those  who  came  streaming  from  the  room, 

"a  tall  man  with  a  wound  on  the  forehead.     Did  no 
one  see  him?" 
They  all  looked  towards  the  djor. 

"  He  passed  out  so  swiftly,"  they  murmured.  | 

Several  of  them  had  already  reached  the  door  of  the  ' 
cafe  and  were  rushing  down  the  street  in  the  direction 
which  Falkenberg  had  taken. 
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"  There  were  two  others,"  a  grim  voice  shouted  from 
behind, 

A  waiter,  who  had  seen  the  two  men  sit  down,  looked 
doubtfully  towards  them.  Kendricks  pushed  a  note 
into  hi^  hand. 

"  Serve  us  with  something  quickly,"  he  begged. 

The  man  pocketed  the  note  and  set  before  them  the 
beer  which  he  was  carrying.  Kendricks,  whose  knuckles 
were  bleeding,  laid  his  hand  under  the  table.  Julien 
took  a  long  drink  of  the  beer  and  began  to  recover  hi« 
breath. 

"  So  far,"  he  declared,  "  I  have  found  your  evening 
with  the  masses  a  little  boisterous." 

Kendricks  laughed. 

"Wait  till  my  hand  has  stopped  bleeding,"  he 
said,  "  and  we  will  slip  out.  That  was  a  narrow 
escape  for  Falkenberg.  What  a  pluck  the  fellow  must 
have!" 

"  It  seems  almost  like  a  foolhardy  risk,"  Julien  mut- 
tered. "  If  those  fellows  could  have  got  at  him,  they  'd 
have  killed  him.  Have  they  gone  back  to  their  room,  I 
wonder?  Let  us  hear  what  the  people  say  about  the 
affair." 

"  What  was  the  disturbance?  "  he  asked. 

The  man  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  It  was  a  meeting  in  one  of  the  private  rooms  of 
the  cafe,"  he  declared,  "  a  meeting  of  some  society. 
They  were  taking  a  vote  when  they  discovered  a  pick- 
pocket. He  bolted  out  of  the  room.  They  say  that 
k  he  has  got  away." 

"  Did  he  steal  much?  "  Julien  inquired. 

The  man  shook  his  head. 

"  A  watch  and  chain,  or  something  of  the  sort,"  he 
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told  them.  "The  excitement  is  all  over  now.  The 
gentlemen  have  gone  back  to  their  meeting." 

Julien  smiled  and  finished  his  beer. 

"  Is  our  evening  at  an  end,  Kendricks? '»  he  asked. 

Kendricks  shook  his  head. 

"Not  quite,"  he  replied,  binding  his  handkerchief 
around  his  knuckles.  "  If  you  are  ready,  there  is  just 
one  other  call  we  might  make." 

"  More  German  brasseries?  " 

Kendricks  smiled  grimly. 

"  Not  to-night.  We  climb  once  more  the  hill.  We 
pay  our  respects  to  Monsieur  Albert." 

"TheRatMort?" 

"Exactly!" 
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Kendeicks,  as  they  entered  the  cafe,  recognized  his 
friends  with  joy  openly  expressed. 

"It  is  fate!"  he  exclaimed,  striking  a  dramatic 
attitude. 

"It  is  the  gentleman  who  ate  both  portions  of 
chicken !  "  mademoiselle  cried. 

"  It  is  the  gaJant  Englishman  of  the  Caf^  Helder," 
madame  laughed,  her  double  chin  becoming  more  and 
more  evident. 

"  And  yonder,  in  the  comer,  sits  Mademoiselle  Ixe," 
Kendricks  whispered  to  Julien.  «  For  whom  does  she 
wait,  I  wonder?  " 

"  For  Herr  Freudenberg?  »  suggested  Julien. 
"For  Herr  Freudenberg,  let  us   pray,"   Kendricks 
replied. 

The  husband  of  madame,  the  father  of  mademoiselle, 
the  rightly  conceived  future  papa-in-law-to-be  of  the 
attendant  young  man,  rose  to  his  feet  in  response  to 
a  kick  from  his  wife. 

^^  "  If  monsieur  is  looking  for  a  table,"  he  suggested, 
"  there  is  room  here  adjoining  ours.  It  will  incommode 
us  not  in  the  slightest." 
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"Of  all  places  in  the  room,"  Kendricks  declared, 
with  a  bow,  "  the  "lost  desimhle,  the  most  charming. 
Madame  indeed  permits  —  and  mademoiselle?" 

There  ^ere  more  bows,  more  pleasant  speeches.  A 
small  additional  table  was  quickly  brought.  Kendricks 
ignored  the  more  comfortable  seat  by  Julien*s  side  and 
took  a  chair  with  his  back  to  the  room.  From  here  he 
leaned  over  and  conversed  with  his  new  friends.  He 
started  flirting  with  mademoiselle,  he  paid  compli- 
ments to  madame,  he  suddenly  plunged  into  politics 
with  monsieur.  JuHen  listened,  half  in  amusement, 
half  in  admiration.  For  Kendricks  was  not  talking 
idly. 

"  A  man  of  affairs,  monsieur,'*  Kendricks  proclaimed 
himself  to  be.  "My  interest  in  both  countries,  mad- 
ame," he  continued,  knowing  well  that  she,  too,' loved 
to  talk  of  the  affairs,  "  is  great.  I  am  one  of  those, 
indeed,  who  have  benefited  largely  by  this  delightful 
alliance." 

Alliance!  Monsieur  smiled  at  the  word.  Kendricks 
protested. 

"But  what  else  shall  we  call  it,  dear  friends?"  he 
argued.  "Are  we  not  allied  against  a  common  foe? 
The  exact  terms  of  the  entente,  what  does  it  matter? 
Is  it  credible  that  England  would  remain  idle  while  the 
legions  of  Germany  overran  this  country?" 

Monsieur  was  becoming  interested.  So  was  madame. 
It  was  madame  who  spoke  —  one  gathered  that  it  was 
usual ! 

"  What,  then,"  she  demanded,  "  would  .^ngland  do?  " 
"  She  would  come  to  the  aid  of  your      arming  coun- 
try, madame." 
"  But  how?  "  madame  persisted  pertinently. 
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Kendricks   was    immediately   fluent.      He   talked  in 
ornate  phrases  of  the  resources  of  the  British  Empire, 
the  perfection  of  her  fleet,  the  wonder  of  her  new  guns! 
Julien,  who  knew  him  well,  was  amazed  not  only  at  his 
apparent  earnestness,  but  at  his  insincerity.     He  was 
speaking  well  and  with  a  wealth  of  detail  which  was 
impressive  enough.    His  little  company  of  new  friends 
were  listening  to  him  with  marked  attention;    Juljcn 
alone  seemed  conscious  that  they  were  listening  to  a 
man  who  was  speaking  against  his  own  convictions. 
"  Monsieur !    Monsieur  Julien !  " 
It  was  the  voice  of  Mademoiselle  Ixe.    She  was  lean- 
ing slightly  forward  in  her  place.    Julien  turned  quickly 
around  and  she  motioned  him  to  a  seat  by  her  side. 
He  rose  at  once  and  accepted  her  invitation. 

"  I  do  not  disturb  you?  "  she  asked.  "  It  seemed  to 
me  that  your  friend  was  talking  with  those  strange 
people  there  and  that  you  were  not  very  much  inter- 
ested.   It  is  dull  when  one  sits  here  alone." 

«  Naturally,"  Julien  agreed.  «  My  friend  talks  poli- 
tics, and  for  my  part  it  is  very  certain  that  I  would 
sooner  talk  of  other  things  with  mademoiselle." 

She  was  a  born  flirt  — a  matter  of  nationality  as 
well  as  temperament,  and  not  to  be  escaped  —  and  her 
eyes  flashed  the  correct  reply.  But  a  moment  later  she 
was  gazmg  wistfully  at  the  door. 

"  You  expect  Herr  Freudenberg?  "  Julien  inquired. 
"  I  cannot  tell,"  she  replied.  «  I  must  not  say  that 
I  am  expecting  him  because  he  did  not  ask  me  to  meet 
him  here.  But  I  thought,  perhaps,  that  he  might  come 
-—so  I  risked  it.  I  was  restless  to-night.  I  do  not 
sing  this  week  because  Herr  Freudenberg  is  in  Paris, 
and  without  any  occupation  it  is  hard  to  control  the 
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thoughts.  I  sat  at  home  until  1  could  bear  it  no  longer. 
Eh  bient  I  sent  for  a  little  carriage  and  I  ventured  here. 
There  is  a  chance  that  he  may  come.** 

"Mademoiselle  permits  that  I  offer  her  some  sup- 
per?'* Julien  suggested. 

She  hesitated  and  glanced  at  the  clock. 

"  You  are  very  kind,  Sir  Julien,'*  she  answered.  «  I 
have  waited  because  I  have  thought  that  there  was  a 
chance  that  he  might  come,  and  to  sup  alone  is  a  drear 
thing.  If  monsieur  really—  Ah!  Behold!  After  all, 
it  is  he!    It  is  he  who  comes.     What  happiness !  " 

It  was  indeed  Herr  Freudenberg  who  had  mounted 
the  stairs  and  was  yielding  now  his  coat  to  the  attentive 
vestiaire  — Herr  Freudenberg,  unruffled  and  precisely 
attired  in  evening  clothes.  He  showed  not  the  slightest 
signs  of  his  recent  adventure.  He  chatted  gayly  to 
Albert  and  waved  his  hand  to  mademoiselle.  He  came 
towards  them  with  a  smile  upon  his  face,  walking  lightly 
and  with  the  footsteps  of  a  young  man.  Yet  made- 
moiselle shivered,  her  lip  drooped. 

'■'  He  is  not  pleased,"  she  murmured.     "  I  have  done 
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0  was  nothing  apparent  to  others  in  Herr  Freu- 
^  manner  to  justify  her  conviction.     He  raised 
.gers  to  his  lips  with  charming  gayety. 
"Dear  Marguerite,"  he  exclaimed,  "this  is  indeed 
a  delightful  surprise!    And  Sir  Julien,  too!     I  am  en- 
chanted.    Once  more  let  us  celebrate.     Let  us  sup      I 
am  in  time,  eh?" 

"  With  me,  if  you  please,"  Julien  insisted,  taking  up 
the  menu. 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled  genially. 

"  Host  or  guest,  who  cares  so  long  as  we  are  joy- 
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ous?**  he  cried,  sitting  on  mademoiselle's  other  side. 
"  Although  to-night,"  he  added,  with  a  humorous  glance 
at  Julien,  "  it  should  surely  be  I  who  entertains !  Dear 
Marguerite ! " 

He  patted  her  hand.  She  looked  at  him  pathetically 
and  he  smiled  back  again. 

"  Be  happy,  my  child,"  he  begged.  "  It  is  gone,  that 
little  twinge.  It  was  perhaps  jealousy,"  he  whispered 
in  her  ear.    "  Sir  Julien  has  captured  many  hearts." 

She  drew  a  sigh  of  content.  She  raised  his  hand  to 
her  lips.  Then  she  dabbed  at  her  eyes  with  the  few 
inches  of  perfumed  lace  which  she  called  a  handkerchief. 
It  was  passing,  that  evil  moment. 

"  There  is  no  nan  in  the  world,"  she  told  him  softly, 
"  who  should  be  able  to  make  you  jealous.  In  your 
heart  you  know." 

He  laughed  lightly. 

"You  will  make  me  vain,  dear  one.  Give  me  your 
little  fingers  to  hold  for  a  moment.  There  —  it  is 
finished." 

He  looked  around  the  room  with  the  light  yet  cheer- 
ful curiosity  of  the  pleasure-seeker.  Then  he  learH 
over  towards  Julien. 

"  What  does  our  shock-headed  friend  the  journalist 
do  in  that  company.'  "  he  asked,  with  a  backward  motion 
of  his  head. 

Julien  smiled. 

"  He  is  devoted  to  madame  with  the  double  chin.  He 
is  apparently  also  devoted  to  mademoiselle,  the  daugh- 
ter of  madame  with  the  double  chin.  He  is  contem- 
plating, I  believe,  an  alliance  with  the  bourgeoisie." 

Herr  Freudenbcrg  watched  the  group  for  a  moment 
with  a  slight  frown. 
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"  They  are  types,*'  he  said  under  his  breath,  "  abso- 
lute types.  Kendricks  is  studying  them,  without  a 
doubt." 

He  continued  his  scrutiny  of  the  room.     Then  he 
leaned  towards  niadom'^ifelle. 
"  Dear  Marguerite !  " 
"Yes?" 

"  There  is  Mademoiselle  Soupelles  there,"  he  pointed 
out,  "  sitting  with  an  untidy-looking  man  in  a  morning 
coat  and  a  red  tie.    You  see  them?  " 

"But  certainly,"  mademoiselle  agreed.  "They  are 
together  always.     It  is  an  alliance,  that." 

"  It  would  please  me,"  Herr  Freudenberg  continued, 
still  speaking  almost  under  his  breath,  "to  converse 
with  the  companion  of  Mademoiselle  Soupelles.  From 
you,  dear  Marguerite,  I  conceal  nothing.  I  made  no 
appointment  with  you  to-night  because  it  was  my  in- 
tention to  speak  with  that  person,  and  I  could  not  tell 
where  he  would  be.  All  has  happened  fortunately.  We 
spend  our  evening  together,  after  all.  See  what  you 
can  do  to  help  me.  Go  and  talk  to  your  friend,  Made- 
moiselle Soun-Ucs.  Bring  them  here  if  you  can.  Sir 
Julien  think  is  ordering  the  supper,  but  he  is  too 

late;   I  ordered  it  from  Albert  as  I  entered." 

Mademoiselle  rose  at  once  and  shook  out  her  skirts. 
She  kissed  her  hand  across  the  room  to  her  friend. 

"  I  go  to  speak  to  her,"  she  promised.  «  What  I  can 
do  I  will.  You  know  that,  dear  one.  But  he  is  a 
strange-looking  man,  tliis  companion  of  hers.  You 
know  who  he  is?  His  name  is  Jesen.  If  I  were 
Susanne,  I  would  s  .>  to  it  that  he  was  more  comme-U- 
faut." 

Herr  Freudenberg  laug.  ed. 
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"  Never  mind  his  appearance,*'  he  said.  "  He  can 
drive  the  truth  into  the  hearts  of  this  people  as  swiftly 
and  as  surely  as  any  man  who  ever  took  up  a  pen. 
Bring  him  here,  little  sweetheart,  and  to-morrow  we 
visit  Cartier  together." 

She  glanced  at  him  almost  reproachfully. 

"  As  if  that  mattered!  '♦  she  murmured,  as  she  glided 
away. 

Julien  turned  discontentedly  to  his  companion. 

"This  fellow  will  take  no  order  from  me,»'  he  ob- 
jected. «*  Do  you  own  this  place,  Herr  Freudcnberg, 
that  you  must  always  be  obeyed  here?  " 

"By  no  means,"  Herr  Freudenbcrg  replied.  "To- 
night is  an  exception.  I  ordered  supper  as  I  entered. 
You  see,  there  are  others  whom  I  may  ask  to  join. 
You  shall  have  your  turn  when  you  will  and  I  will 
be  a  very  submissive  guest,  but  to-night  —  well,  I 
have  even  at  this  moment  charged  mademoiselle  with 
a  message  to  her  friend  and  her  friend's  companion. 
I  have  begged  them  to  join  us.  On  these  nights  I  like 
company  —  plenty  of  company !  " 

"  In  that  case,  perhaps,"  Julien  suggested,  "  I  may 
be  de  trop." 

Freudenberg  laid  his  hand  upon  his  companion's 
shoulder. 

"  My  friend,"  he  said  earnestly,  « it  is  not  for  you 
to  talk  like  that,  to-night  of  all  nights.  If  I  say  little, 
It  is  because  we  are  both  men  of  few  words,  and  I  think 
that  we  understand.  '  .u  know  very  well  what  you  and 
your  shock-headed  friend  have  done  for  me.  Not  that 
I  believe,"  he  went  on,  "  that  it  >.ould  ever  come  to  me 
to  be  hounded  to  death  by  such  a  gang.  I  am  too  fer- 
vent a  believer  in  my  own  star  for  that.    But  one  never 
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knows.     It  is  well,  anyhow,  to  escape  with  a  sound 
skin.** 

"Why  did  you  run  such  a  risk?  *'  Julien  asked  him. 

"Partly,"  Freudcnberg  answered,  "because  I  was 
really  curious  to  know  what  those  fellows  were  driving 
at;  and  partly ,»»  he  added,  "because,  .  as!  I  am  pos- 
sessed of  that  restless  spirit,  that  everlasting  craving 
for  adventures,  which  drives  one  on  into  any  place  where 
life  stirs.  I  knew  that  these  people  were  plotting  some- 
thing against  me.  I  wanted  to  hear  it  with  my  own 
ears,  to  understand  exactly  what  it  was  against  which 
I  must  be  prepared.  Put  now.  Sir  Julien,  I  question 
you.  As  for  me,  my  presence  there  was  reasonable 
enough ;  but  what  were  you  doing  in  such  a  place  ?  What 
interests  have  you  in  German  socialism?  ** 

Julien  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  any,"  he  admitted.  «  It 
was  Kendricks  who  took  me.  He  is  showing  me  Paris 
—  Paris  from  his  own  point  of  view.  He  took  me  fir* 
to  a  restaurant,  where  we  dined  for  two  francs  and  sat 
at  the  same  table  w'th  those  peoph-  to  whom  -  -s 
now  making  himself  so  agreeable.  Kendrichd  has  no- 
cratic  instincts.  His  latest  fad  is  to  try  and  instU  tnem 
into  me." 

Hcrr  Freudenberg  looked  thoi'r,>t fully  a  rrss  at  the 
journalist,  still  deep  in  argument     'h  his  friends. 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  I  understand  that  man,"  he 
declared.  "  In  a  sense  he  impresses  me.  I  should  have 
put  him  down  as  one  of  those  who  do  nothing  without 
a  set  and  fixed  purpose.  But  enough  of  other  people. 
Listen.  I  wish  to  speak  with  you  — of  yourself.  I 
am  glad  that  we  have  met  to-night.  I  have  another 
and  altogether  a  different  proposition  to  make  to  you." 
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Julien  remained  silent  for  several  moments.     Herr 
Freudenberg  watched  him. 

"  A  proposition  to  make  to  me,"  Julien  repeated  at 
last.     "Well,  let  me  hear  it?" 

Herr  Freudenberg  leaned  towards  him. 
"  Sir  Julien,"  he  said,  "  there  has  happened  to  you, 
as  to  many  of  us,  a  little  slip  in  your  life.    It  is  a  wise 
thing  if  for  a  few  months  you  pass  off  the  stage  of 
European  affairs.     You  are  of  an  adventurous  spirit. 
Will  you  undertake  a  commission  for  me?     Listen.    J 
will  guarantee  that  it  is  something  which  does  not,  and 
could  not  ever,  by  any  chance,  affect  in  the  slightest 
degree  the  interests  of  your  country.      It  is  a  com- 
mission which  will  take  you  a  year  to  execute,  and  it 
will  lead  you  into  a  new  land.     It  will  require  tact, 
diplomacy  and  some  courage.     If  you  succeed,  vour 
reward  will  be  an  income  for  life.     If  you  fail,  the 
worst  that  can  happen  to  you  is  that  you  will  have 
passed  a  year  of  your  life  without  effective  result.    Still, 
you  will  at  least  have  traveled,  you  will  at  least  have 
seen  new  phases  of  life." 
Julien  was  puzzled. 

"  You  cannot  seriously  propose  to  me,"  he  protested, 
"  to  undertake  a  diplomatic  errand  for  a  country  which 
has  absolutely  no  claims  upon  me  —  to  which  I  am  not 
even  attracted?  "  he  added. 

Herr  Freudenberg  tapped  with  his  forefinger  upon  the 
table.  Upon  his  lips  was  a  genial  and  tolerant  smile.  He 
had  the  air  of  a  preceptor  devoting  special  pains  upon 
the  most  backward  member  of  his  kindergarten  class. 

"  My  friend,"  he  said,  "  there  is  no  political  question 
involved  whatever.  The  mission  which  I  ask  you  to 
undertake  would  lead  you  into  a  remote  part  of  Africa, . 
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where  neither  your  country  nor  mine  has  at  present  any 
interests.  More  than  this  I  cannot  tell  you  unless  you 
show  signs  of  accepting  my  invitation.  The  negotia- 
tions which  you  would  have  to  conduct  are  simply  these. 
Four  years  ago  a  distinguished  German  scientist  who 
was  in  command  of  a  somewhat  rash  expedition,  was 
captured  by  the  ruler  of  the  country  to  which  I  wish 
you  to  travel.  For  some  time  the  question  of  a  mission 
to  ascertain  his  fate  has  been  upon  the  carpet.  It  is 
true  that  we  have  received  letters  from  him.  He  pro- 
fesses to  be  happy  and  contented,  to  have  been  kindly 
treated,  and  to  have  accepted  a  post  in  the  army  of 
his  captor.  We  wish  to  know  whether  these  letters  are 
genuine  or  not.  If  they  are  genuine,  all  is  well,  but 
a  suspicion  still  remains  among  some  of  us  that  the 
person  in  question  is  being  held  in  torture  as  an  ex- 
ample to  other  white  men  who  might  penetrate  so  far. 
This  is  the  first  object  in  the  journey  which  I  propose 
to  you.  There  is  nothing  political  about  it  at  all,  as 
you  perceive.  It  is  purely  a  matter  of  humanity.  .  .  . 
Ah!  I  see  that  our  party  is  to  be  increased.  Here  are 
some  new  friends  who  arrive." 

Mademoiselle  Ixe  had  succeeded.  She  returned  now 
to  her  place,  followed  by  the  girl  with  the  chestnut- 
colored  hair  and  her  companion.  At  close  quarters  the 
latter,  at  any  rate,  was  scarcely  prepossessing.  He  was 
a  man  of  middle  age,  untidily  dressed,  whose  clothes 
were  covered  with  cigar  ash  and  recent  wine  stains, 
whose  linen  was  none  of  the  cleanest,  and  whose  eyes 
behind  his  pince-nez  were  already  bloodshot.  Herr 
Freudenberg,  however,  seemed  to  notice  none  of  these 
unpleasant  defects.  He  grasped  him  vigorously  by  the 
hand. 
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"  It  is  Monsieur  Jesen !  "  he  exclaimed.  «  Often  you 
have  been  pointed  out  to  me,  and  I  have  long  wished  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  making  your  acquaintance.  Sit 
down  and  join  us,  monsieur.  Your  little  friend,  too,  — 
ah,  mademoiselle ! " 

He  bent  low  over  the  girl»s  hand  and  placed  a  seat 
for  .her.  The  party  was  now  arranged.  Their  host 
beamed  upon  them  all. 

"Come,"  he  continued,  "this   is  perhaps  my  last 
night  in  Paris  for  some  time !    We  have  had  adventures, 
too,  within  these  few  hours.     You  find  us  celebrating* 
My  English  friend  here  is  one  of  us.    I  will  not  intro- 
duce him  by  name.     Why   should  we  trouble  about 
names?     We  are  all  friends,  all  good  fellows,  here  to 
pass  the  time  agreeably,  to  drink  good  wine,  to  look 
into  beautiful  eyes,  mademoiselle,  to  amuse  ourselves 
It  IS  the  science  of  life,  that.     Monsieur  Jesen,  made- 
moiseUe,  dear  Marguerite,  my  English  friend  here,  let 
me  be  sure  that  your  glasses  are  fiUed.     To  the  very 
brim,  gar9on  — to  the  very  brim!     Let  us  drink  to- 
gether to  the  joyous  evenings  of  the  past,  to  the  joyous 
evenings  of  the  future,  to  these  few  present  hours  that 
he  before  us  when  we  shall  sit  here  and  taste  further 
this  very  admirable  vintage.     To  the  wine  we  drink, 
to  the  hps  we  love,  to  this  hour  of  life! " 

For  the  moment  there  was  no  more  serious  conver- 
sation. Herr  Freudenberg  had  started  a  vein  of  fri- 
volity to  which  every  one  there  was  quick  to  respond. 
Only  every  now  and  then  he  himself,  the  giver  of  the 
feast,  had  suddenly  the  look  of  a  different  man  as  he 
sat  and  whispered  in  the  ear  of  Monsieur  Jesen. 
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At  two  o'clock,  with  obvious  reluctance,  Kendricks' 
new  friends  departed.  Their  leave-taking  was  long  and 
ceremonious.  Kendricks,  indeed,  insisted  upon  ercort- 
ing  mademoiselle  to  the  door.  Madame  left  the  place 
with  the  assured  conviction  that  a  prospective  son-in- 
law  was  soon  to  present  himself  — it  could  be  for  no 
other  reason  that  the  English  gentleman  had  so  sedu- 
lously attached  himself  to  their  party.  Monsieur,  hav- 
mg  less  sentiment,  was  not  so  sure.  Mademoiselle  had 
both  hopes  and  fears.  They  discussed  the  matter  fully 
on  their  homeward  drive. 

Kendricks  strolled  over  to  the  table  where  Julien  was 
and  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Is  this  to  be  another  all-night  sitting?  "  he  asked. 

Herr  Freudenberg  was  deep  in  conversation  with 
Monsieur  Jesen  —  the  friend  of  mademoiselle's  friend. 
He  glanced  up,  hut  his  greeting  was  almost  perfunctory. 
Kendricks  looked  keenly  at  the  man  who  was  leaning 
back  in  his  padded  seat.  The  eyes  of  Monsieur  Jesen 
were  a  little  more  bloodshot  now.  He  had  spilt  wine 
down  the  front  of  his  waistcoat,  cigar  ash  upon  his  coat- 
sleeve.  He  was  by  no  means  an  inviting  person  to  look 
at.    Yet  about  his  forehead  and  mouth  there  was  an 
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expression  of  power.     Herr  Freudenberg,  with  obvious 
regret,  abandoned  his  conversation  for  a  moment. 

"  You  are  taking  your  friend  away?  "  he  remarked 
suavely.  "We  shall  part  from  him  with  regret.  Sir 
Julien,"  he  added,  whispering  in  his  ear,  "  I  must  have 
your  answer  to  my  proposition.  I  will  put  it  into  abso- 
lutely definite  shape,  if  you  like,  within  the  next  few 
days." 

"I  move  into  my  old  rooms  —  number  17,  Rue  de 
Montpelier  —  to-morrow  morning,  or  rather  this  morn- 
ing," Julien  replied.  "You  might  telephone  or  call 
there  at  any  time." 

"Tell  me,  is  what  I  have  proposed  in  any  way  at- 
tractive to  you?  "  Herr  Freudenberg  asked,  still  speak- 
ing in  an  undertone. 

"In  a  sense  it  is,"  Julien  answered.  "It  needs 
further  consideration,  of  course.  I  must  also  consult 
my  friend." 

Herr  Freudenberg  glanced  at  Kendricks  and  shrugged 
his  shoulders.  He  had  the  air  of  one  slightly  annoyed. 
Kendricks  was  bending  over  Mademoiselle  Ixe.  Herr 
Freudenberg  whispered  in  Julian's  ear. 

"You  take  too  much  advice  from  your  boisterous 
friend,  dear  Sir  Julien,"  he  asserted.  "Mark  my 
words,  he  will  try  to  keep  you  here,  cooling  your  heels 
upon  the  mat.  He  will  prevent  you  from  raising  your 
hand  to  knock  upon  the  door  of  destiny.  These  men 
who  write  are  like  that.  They  do  not  understand 
action." 

Kendricks  turned  from  mademoiselle. 

"  You  are  ready,  Julien?  "  he  asked. 

"Quite,"  Julien  answered. 

,They  made  their  adieux.    Herr  Freudenberg  watched 
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them  leave  the  room.    The  man  by  his  side  —  Monsieur 
Jesen  —  also  watched  a  little  curiously. 

"An  English  journalist,"  Herr  Freudenberg  re- 
marked, "  some  say  a  man  of  ability.  I  find  him  a 
trifle  boisterous  and  uncouth.     Monsieur  Jesen,  our 

conversation  interests  me  immensely.     I  feel  sure ** 

Jesen  looked  suspiciously  around. 
"  We  have  talked  enough  of  business,"  he  declared. 
"  It  is  an  idea,  this  of  yours.     For  the  rest,  I  cannot 
tell.    A  wonderful  idea ! "  he  continued,     ♦*  And  as  for 
me,  am  I  not  the  man  to  embrace  it  ?  " 

"  You  have  but  to  say  a  single  word,"  Herr  Freuden- 
berg reminded  him  softly,  «  and  all  is  arranged." 

Monsieur  Jesen  puffed  furiously  at  a  cigarette.  The 
fingers  which  had  held  the  match  to  it  were  shaking. 
The  man  himself  seemed  unsteady  on  his  seat.  Yet  it 
was  obvious  that  his  brain  was  Working. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  said,  «  there  is  but  one  weak 
point  in  all  your  chain  of  arguments.  To  do  as  you 
ask,  it  will  be  necessary  that  I  —  I,  Paul  Jesen,  so  well- 
known,  whose  opinions  are  followed  by  millions  of  my 
country  people  —  it  would  be  necessary  for  me  to  aban- 
don my  convictions,  to  turn  a  right-about-face.  Ask 
vourself,  is  it  not  like  selling  one's  honor  when  one 
writes  the  things  or  >  does  not  believe?  " 
Herr  Freudenberg  smiled. 

"My  friend,  you  ask  me  a  question  the  reply  to 
which  is  already  spoken.  I  tell  you  that  behind,  at 
the  back  of  your  brain,  you  know  and  realize  the  truth 
of  all  these  things.  Think,  man!  Call  to  mind  the 
arguments  I  have  used.  Remember,  I  have  lifted  the 
curtain,  I  have  shown  you  the  things  that  arrive, 
the  things  that  are  inevitable." 
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Mademoiselle,  tlie  companion  of  Monsieur  Jesen,  had 
had  enough  of  this.  It  was  her  weekly  holiday.  She 
yawned  and  tapped  her  friend  upon  the  arm. 

"My  dear  Paul,"  she  protested,  « while' you  a..  1 
Herr  Freudenberg  talk  as  two  men  who  have  immense 
affairs,  Marguerite  and  I  we  weary  ourselves.  If  I  am 
to  be  alone  like  this,  very  good.  I  speak  to  my  friends 
There  is  Monsieur  de  Chaussin  there.  He  throws  me  a 
kiss.  Do  you  wish  that  I  sit  with  him?  He  looks,  in- 
deed, as  though  he  had  plenty  to  say!  Or  there  is  the 
melancholy  Italian  gentleman,  who  raises  his  glass 
always  when  I  look.    And  the  two  Americans  —  » 

"  You  have  reason,  little  one,"  Monsieur  Jesen  in- 
terrupted. "Herr  Freudenberg,  this  is  no  place  for 
such  a  discussion." 

"  Agreed !  "  Herr  Freudenberg  exclaimed.  «  We  owo 
our  apologies  to  mademoiselle,  your  charming  friend, 
and  mademoiselle,  my  adored  companion,"  he  added 
turning  to  Marguerite.  "Come,  let  us  drink  more' 
wine.  Let  us  talk  together.  What  is  your  pleasure, 
mademoiselle,  the  friend  of  my  good  friend.  Monsieur 
Jesen?  Will  you  have  them  dance  to  us?  Is  there 
music  to  which  you  would  listen?  Or  shall  we  pray 
Marguerite  here  that  she  sings?  Let  us,  at  any  rate, 
be  gay.  And  for  the  rest,  Monsieur  Jesen,  time  has 
no  "ount  for  us  who  live  our  lives.  When  we  leave  here 
you  and  I   AW  talk  more." 

It  was  daylight  before  they  left.  The  whole  partv 
got  into  Herr  Freudenberg's  motor. 

"I  drive  you  first  to  your  rooms,  Monsieur  Jesen," 
he  said.  «  I  take  then  the  liberty  of  entering  with  you. 
The  little  conversation  which  we  have  begun  is  best 
concluded  within  the  shelter  of  four  walls." 
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Monsieur  Jesen  was  excited  yet  nervous. 

"  It  is  too  late,"  he  muttered,  « to  talk  business." 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled. 

"Ah!"  he  cried,  "you  jest,  my  friend.  Look  out 
of  that  window.  You  see  the  sunshine  in  the  streets, 
you  breathe  the  fresh,  clear  air?  Too  late,  indeed!  It 
is  morning,  and  the  brain  is  keenest  then.  Don't  you 
feel  the  fumes  of  the  hot  room,  of  the  wine,  of  the 
tobacco  smoke,  all  pass  away  with  the  touch  of  that 
soft  wind?  " 

Monsieur  Jesen  stared.  He  was  conscious  of  a  very 
bad  headache,  an  uncomfortable  sense  that  he  had,  as 
usual  on  his  veekly  holiday,  eaten  and  drunk  and 
smoked  a  great  deal  more  than  was  good  for  him.  He 
gazed  with  wonder  at  this  tall,  spare-looking  man,  who 
had  drunk  as  much  and  smoked  as  much  and  eaten  as 
much  as  any  one  else,  and  yet  appeared  exactly  as  he 
had  done  four  hours  ago.  Even  his  linen  was  stHl  spot- 
less.   His  eyes  were  bright,  his  manner  buoyant. 

"  Monsieur,"  he  murmured,  "  you  are  marvelous.  I 
have  never  before  met  a  German  merchant  like  you." 

Herr  Freudenberg  sat  quite  still  for  a  moment.  He 
looked  at  mademoiselle,  the  friend  of  Monsieur  Jesen, 
and  he  realized  that  theirs  was  no  casual  acquaintance. 
In  both  he  recognized  the  characteristics  of  fidelity.  As 
he  Jiad  always  the  g-^nius  to  do,  he  took  his  risks. 

"  Monsieur  Jesen,"  he  announced,  "  I  am  no  German 
maker  of  toys.  Let  me  ascend  with  you  to  your  room 
and  you  shaU  hear  who  I  am  and  why  I  have  said  these 
things  to  you." 

Monsieur  Jesen  held  his  hand  to  his  head.  Some- 
thmg  in  the  manner  of  this  new  friend  of  his  was,  in 
a  sense,  mesmeric. 
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"  Yju  shall  ascend,  monsieur,"  he  said.  "  I  do  not 
know  who  you  are,  but  you  are  evidently  a  very  won- 
derful person.  We  will  ascend  and  you  shall  wait 
while  I  place  my  head  in  cold  water  and  Susanne  mixes 
me  some  absinthe.    Then  I  will  listen." 

The  automobile  came  to  a  standstill  about  halfway 
down  a  shabby  street  in  a  somewhat  shabby  neighbor- 
hood. Herr  Freud,  jcrg  noticed  this  fact  without 
change  of  countenance,  but  with  secret  pleasure.  He 
turned  to  Marguerite. 

"  Dear  Marguerite,"  he  whispered,  "  for  an  hour  or 

so  I  must  leave  you.     You  will  permit  that  my  man 

takes  you  to  your  apartments  and  returns  for  me  here?  '♦ 

"May  I  not  wait  for  you  here  in  the  automobile?" 

she  asked  timidly. 

Herr  Freudenberg  shook  his  head  kindly. 
"  Dear  little  one,"  he  murmured,  «  not  this  morning. 
Indeed,  I  have  important  affairs  on  hand.  As  soon 
as  I  am  free,  I  will  telephone.  Sleep  well,  little  girl." 
He  stepped  out  on  to  the  pavement.  The  postern 
door  in  front  of  them  was  opened,  in  response  to  Mon- 
sieur Jesen*8  vigorous  knocking,  from  some  invisible 
place  by  a  string.  The  three  of  them  climbed  four 
flights  of  rickety  stairs.  They  reached  at  last  a  stone 
landing.  Monsieur  Jesen  threw  open  a  door  and  led 
the  way  into  an  untidy-looking  salon. 

"  Monsieur  will  forgive  the  fact,"  he  begged,  "  that 
I  am  not  better  housed.  If  it  were  not  for  little  Susanne 
here,"  he  added,  patting  her  upon  the  shoulder,  **  I  doubt 
whether  I  should  keep  a  roof  above  my  head  at  all." 

"It  is  not  like  this,"  Herr  Freudenberg  declared, 
"  that  genius  should  be  treated." 

"Indeed,"  Mademoiselle  Susanne  intervened,  "it  is 
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what  I  tell  him  always.  Monsieur,  they  pay  him  but  a 
beggarly  three  hundred  francs  a  month  —  he,  who 
writes  all  the  editorials;  he,  who  is  the  spirit  of  the 
papers!  It  is  not  fair.  I  tell  dear  Paul  that  it  is 
wicked,  and,  as  he  says,  the  money,  if  it  were  not  for 
me,  he  would  squander  it  in  a  minute.  I  have  even  to 
go  with  him  to  the  office,  for  there  are  many  who  know 
when  Paul  draws  his  little  cheque." 

Herr  Frcudenberg  set  down  his  hat  upon  the  table. 
He  looked  around  at  all  the  evidences  of  unclean  and 
sordid  life.  Then  he  looked  at  the  man.  It  was  a 
queer  housing,  this,  for  genius!  His  face  remained 
expressionless.  Of  the  disgust  he  felt  he  showed  no 
sign.  In  the  building  of  houses  one  must  use  many 
tools ! 

"Monsieur  Jesen,"  he  said,  "and  mademoiselle  — 
I  speak  to  you  both,  for  I  recognize  that  between  you 
there  is  indeed  a  union  of  sympathy  and  souls.  Made- 
moiselle, then,  I  address  myself  to  you.  On  certain 
terms  I  have  offered  to  purchase  for  Monsieur  Paul 
here  a  two-thirds  share  of  the  newspaper  upon  which 
he  works,  that  two-thirds  share  which  he  and  I  both 
know  is  in  the  market  at  this  moment.  I  am  willing 
at  mid-day  to-morrow,  or  rather  to-day,  to  place  within 
his  hands  the  sum  required.  I  am  willing  to  send  my 
notary  with  him  to  the  office,  and  the  affair  could  be 
arranged  at  half-past  twelve.  From  then  he  practically 
owns  Le  Jour.  Its  politics  are  his  to  control.  I  make 
him  this  offer,  mademoiselle,  and  it  is  a  greater  one 
than  it  sounds,  for  the  money  which  I  place  in  his  hands 
to  make  this  purchase  —  five  hundred  thousand  francs 
—  is  his  completely  and  absolutely.  You  move  at  once 
into  apartments  befitting  your  new  position.    Monsieur 
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Paul  Jcsen  is  no  longer  a  struggling  and  ill-paid  jour- 
nahst.  He  is  the  proprietor  of  an  important  journal, 
through  whose  columns  he  shall  help  to  guide  the  policy 
of  your  nation."  ' 

Monsieur  Jcsen  sat  down.  His  fingers  were  clutching 
one  another.  Mademoiselle  sUred  at  Herr  Freudenberg. 
Her  color  was  coming  and  going. 

"  Monsieur,  I  do  not  understand ! "  she  cried.  "  Arc 
you  a  prince  in  disguise?    Why  do  you  do  this?  " 

"Mademoiselle,"  Herr  Freudenberg  replied,  "your 
question  is  the  question  of  an  intelligent  woman.    Why 
do  I  do  this?    Not  for  nothing,  I  assure  you.    It  is  my 
custom  to  make  bargains,  indeed,  but  I  make  them  so 
that  those  with  whom  I  deal  shall  never  regret  the  day 
they  met  Herr  Freudenberg.    I  offer  you  this  splendid 
future,  you  and  Monsieur  Jesen  there,  on  one  condition, 
and  it  is  a  small  one,  for  already  the  truth  has  found 
its  way  a  little  into  his  brain.    Le  Jour  has  supported 
always,  wholly  and  entirely,  the  entente  between  Great 
Britain  and  your  country.     I  have  tried  to  point  out 
to  Pr  ul  Jesen  here  what  all  far-seeing  people  must  soon 
appreciate  -—  that  the  entente  is  doomed." 

The  girl  glanced  at  Jesen.    Jesen  was  looking  away 
out  of  the  dusty  window. 

"Mademoiselle,"  Herr  Freudenberg  continued,  "I 
will  not  weary  you  at  this  hour  in  the  morning" with 
politics.  I  have  talked  long  with  Monsieur  Jes-  i  and 
I  think  that  I  have  shown  him  something  of  the  truth. 
You  came  to  the  rescue  of  Gret  t  Britain  when  she  lay 
friendless  and  powerless.  You  saved  her  prestige ;  you 
saved  her,  without  doubt,  from  invasion.  What  have 
you  gained?  Nothing!  What  can  you  ever  gain? 
Nothing!     Her  army  of  toy  soldiers  would  be  of  less 
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uw  to  you  than  a  single  corps  from  across  the  Elbe. 
Her  fleet  — you  have  no  posscssioiis  to  guard.  It  is 
for  herself  only  that  she  maintains  it.  I  ask  you  to 
think  quietly  for  yourself  and  ask  yourself  on  whose 
tide  if  the  balance  of  advantage.  You  can  reply  to  that 
question  in  one  way,  and  onr  way  only.  Franre  has 
been  carried  away  on  a  wave  of  enthusiasm,  a  wave  of 
»-ntiment  —  call  it  what  you  will.  But  France  is  a  far- 
seeing  people.  The  moment  is  ripe.  I  propose  to  Paul 
Jesen  that  his  should  be  the  hand  and  Le  Jour  the 
vehicle  which  shall  bring  the  French  people  to  a  proper 
understanding  of  the  political  situation." 

"Who,    then,    are    you?"    Mademoiselle    Susanne 
pcr8i8t»^. 

Herr  Freudenberg  barely  hesitated. 

"MademoiLcUe,"  he  said,  "  wc  speak  of  great  things, 
we  three,  in  this  little  chamber  of  yours.  I,  who  ha  e 
often  talked  of  great  things  before,  have  learned  in  life 
one  lesson  at  least,  and  that  is  when  one  may  trust.  It 
is  nol  my  desire  that  many  people  should  know  who  I 
am.  It  suits  my  purpose  better  to  move  in  Paris  as 
a  private  citizen,  but  to  you  two  let  me  tell  the  truth. 
I  am  Prince  Falkenberg." 

There  was  a  silence.  The  man  looked  at  him,  sober 
enough  ;iow,  in  amazement.  The  girl's  hands  were 
clasped  together.  She  was  watching  the  man  — her 
man.  She  crept  to  his  side,  her  arm  was  around  his 
neck. 

"Dear  Paul,"  she  whispered,  "think!     Think  how 
sweet  hfe  might  be.    There  is  so  much  truth  in  all  this 
I  know  little  of  politics,  but  think  of  the  hard  times  we 
have  lived  through.     Think  how  glorious  to  have  you 
nde  m  your  automobile  to  the  offices  of  your  newspaper 
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to  lee  you  pass  into  the  editor's  sanctum  instead  of  wait- 
ing outside,  to  have  me  call  for  you,  perhaps,  and  take 
you  out  to  lunch  —  no,  never  at  DrevePs  any  more  — 
at  the  Caf^  de  Paris,  or  Henry's,  or  Paillard's,  or  out 
in  the  Bois !  And  the  excursions,  dear  Paul.  Think  of 
them!  The  country  —  how  we  both  love  the  country! 
You  remember  when  we  first  went  out  together  to  the 
little  town  on  the  river,  where  no  one  ever  seemed  to 
Y  .ve  come  from  Paris  before?  How  sleepy  and  quiet 
the  long  afternoon,  when  we  lay  in  the  grass  and  heard 
the  birds  sing,  and  the  murmur  of  the  river,  and  wc  had 
only  a  few  francs  for  our  dinner,  and  we  had  to  leave 
the  train  and  walk  that  last  four  miles  because  you  had 
drunk  one  more  6oc*.  Dear  Paul,  think  what  life  mi^t 
be  if  one  were  really  rich !  •* 
The  man's  eyes  flashed. 

"  It  is  true,"  he  muttered.  **  All  my  life  I  have  been 
a  struggler." 

"  You  have  done  your  genius  an  ill  turn,  my  friend," 
Herr  Freudenberg  said  slowly.  "  No  man  can  be  at  hi» 
best  who  knows  care.  I,  Prince  Falkcnberg,  I  promise 
you  that  it  is  the  truth  which  I  have  spoken,  the  truth 
which  I  shall  show  you.  You  lose  no  shadow  '  '  honor 
or  self-respect.  There  will  come  a  day  when  the  millions 
of  readers  whom  you  shall  influence  will  say  to  them- 
selves —  *  Paul  Jesen,  he  is  the  man  who  saw  the  truth. 
It  is  he  who  has  saved  France.*    You  accept  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  le  Prince,"  Susanne  cried,  "  he  accepts ! " 
Jc-^n  rose  to  his  feet.     He  had  become  a  little  un- 
steady again.    He  struck  the  table  with  his  fist. 
"  I  accept !  "  he  declared. 
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TH«   rUOHT  OF    LADT  ANNS 

It  was  eiactly  nine  fortj-flve  in  the  evening,  about 
three  weeks  later,  when  the  two-twenty  from  London 
steamed  into  the  Gare  du  Nord.  Julien,  from  his  place 
among  the  little  crowd  wedged  in  behind  the  gates,  gazed 
».th  blank  amazement  at  the  girl  who,  among  the  first 
to  leave  the  train,  was  presenting  her  ticket  to  the  col- 
lector. At  that  moment  she  recognize.-*  him.  With  a 
purely  mechanical  effort  he  raised  his  hat  and  held  out 
his  hand.  , 

"Lady  Annel'fhe  exclaimed.  "Why  — I  had  no 
idea  you  were  coming  to  Paris,"  he  added  weakly. 

She  laughed  —  the  same  frank,  good-humored  luugh, 
except  that  she  seemed  to  lack  just  a  little  of  her  usual 
self-possession. 

"  Neither  did  I,"  she  confessed,  "  until  this  morning." 

He  looked  at  her  blankly.  Sh».  ^ras  carrying  her  own 
jewel-case.  He  could  see  no  signs  of  a  maid  or  any 
party. 

"But  tell  me,"  he  asked,  "where  are  the  rest  of 
your  people?  " 
She  shook  her  head. 
"  Nowhere.    I  am  quite  alone." 
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Julien  was  speechless. 

"  You  must  really  forgive  me,"  he  continued,  after 
a  moment's  pause,  "  if  I  seem  stupid.  It  is  scarcely  a 
month  ago  since  I  read  of  your  engagement  to  Harbord. 
The  papers  all  said  that  you  were  to  be  married  at 
once." 

She  nodded. 

"  That 's  exactly  it,"  she  said.  "  That 's  why  I  am 
here." 

"  What,  you  mean  that  you  are  going  to  be  married 
here?  "  asked  Julien. 

"  I  am  not  going  to  be  married  at  all,"  she  replied 
cheerfully.  "  Between  ourselves,  Julien,"  she  added,  "  I 
found  I  couldn't  go  through  with  it." 

"  Could  n't  go  through  with  it ! "  he  repeated  feebly. 
Lady  Anne  was  beginning  to  recover  herself. 
"  Don't  be  stupid,"  she  begged.  "  You  used  to  be 
quick  enough.  Can't  you  see  what  has  happened?  I 
became  engaged  to  the  little  beast.  I  stood  it  for  three 
weeks.  I  didn't  mind  him  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room,  but  when  he  began  to  talk  about  privileges  and 
attempt  to  take  liberties,  I  found  I  couldn't  bear  the 
creature  anywhere  near  me.  Then  all  of  a  sudden  I 
woke  up  this  morning  and  remembered  that  wo  were  to 
be  married  in  a  week.  That  was  quite  enough  for  me. 
I  slipped  out  after  lunch,  caught  the  two-twenty  train, 
and  here  I  am." 

"  Exactly,"  Julien  agreed.    "  Here  you  are." 
"With  my  luggage,"   she  continued,  swinging  the 
jewe'  case  in  her  hand  and  laughing  in  his  face. 

"  With  your  luggage,"  Julien  echoed.     "  Seriously, 
is  that  all  that  you  have  brought  ?  " 

"Every  bit,"  she  answered.     "You  know  mother.'" 
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"Yes,  I  know  your  mother! "  he  admitted. 
«  Well,  I  did  n't  exactly  feel  like  taking  her  into  my 

confidence,"  Lady  Anne  explained,  smiling.     "Under 

those  circumstances,  I  thought  it  just  as  well  to  make 

my  departure  as  quietly  as  possible." 
"Then  they  don't  know  where  you  are?  " 
"  Really,"  she  assured  him,  «  you  are  becoming  quite 

intelligent.    They  do  not." 
"  In  other  words,  you  »ve  run  away?  " 
"  Marvelous !  "  she  murmured.     "  I  suppose  it 's  the 

air  over  here." 

A  sudden  idea  swept  into  Julien's  mind.  Of  course, 
it  was  ridiculous,  yet  for  a  moment  his  heart  gave  a 
httle  jump.  Perhaps  she  divined  his  thought,  for  her 
next  words  disposed  of  it  effectually. 

"  Of  course,  I  knew  that  you  were  in  Paris,  but  I 
had  no  idea  that  we  should  meet,  certainly  not  like  this. 
I  have  a  dear  friend  to  whose  apartments  I  shall  go  at 
once.    She  is  a  milliner." 

"  She  is  a  what?  "  Julien  asked  blankly. 

A  smile  played  about  Lady  Anne's  lips. 

"  My  dear  Julien,"  she  exclaimed,  «  you  know,  you 
never  did  understand  me !  I  repeat  that  she  is  a  milliner 
and  that  she  is  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  and  I  am  going 
just  as  I  am  to  tell  her  that  I  have  come  to  spend  the 
night.  She  will  have  to  find  me  rooms,  she  will  have 
to  help  me  find  employment." 

Kendricks,  who  had  come  by  the  same  train,  and 
whom  Julien  was  there  to  meet,  was  Covering  in  the 
background.  Julien,  seeing  him,  could  do  no  more  than 
nod  vaguely. 

"  Lady  Anne,"  he  began,  — 

"  You  need  n't  bother  about  that,"  she  interrupted. 
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"  We  were  always  good  friends,  were  n't  we?  "  she  added 
carelessly.  "  Besides,  to  call  me  *  Lady  *  anything  would 
be  rather  ridiculous  under  the  present  circumstances." 
"  Well,  Anne,  then,"  he  said,  "  please  let  me  get  my 
bearings.  I  understand  that  you  were  engaged  to  Har- 
bord  —  you  were  n't  forced  into  it,  I  suppose?  " 

"  Not  at  all.  I  tried  to  run  along  the  usual  groove, 
but  I  came  up  against  something  too  big  for  me.  I 
don't  know  how  other  girls  do  it.  I  simply  found  I 
could  n't.  Samuel  Harbord  is  rather  by  way  of  being 
something  outrageous,  you  know." 

"  Of  course  he  is,"  Julien  agreed,  with  sudden  appre- 
ciation of  the  fact. 

"  You  need  n't  be  so  vigorous  about  it.  I  remember 
your  almost  forcing  him  on  to  me  the  day  you  called 
to  say  good-bye." 

"  I  was  talking  rubbish,"  Julien  asserted.  "  You 
see,  I  was  in  rather  an  unfortunate  position  myself  that 
day,  wasn't  I?  No  one  likes  to  feel  like  a  discarded 
lover.  I  can  understand  your  chucking  Harbord  all 
right,  but  I  can't  quite  see  why  it  was  necessary  for 
you  to  run  away  from  home  to  come  and  stay  with  a 
little  milliner." 
She  laughed. 

"My  dear  Julien,  you  don't  know  those  Harbords! 
There  are  hordes  of  them,  countless  hordes  —  mothers 
and  sisters  and  cousins  and  aunts.  They  've  besieged 
the  place  ever  since  our  engagement  was  announced. 
If  the  merest  whisper  were  to  get  about  among  them 
that  I  was  thinking  of  backing  out,  there 's  nothing 
they  would  n't  do.  They  'd  make  the  whole  place  intol- 
erable for  me  —  follow  me  about  in  the  street,  weep  in 
my  bedroom,  hang  around  the  place  morning,  noon  and 
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night.    Besides,  mother  would  be  on  their  side  and  the 
whole  thing  would  be  impossible/* 

« I  have  no  doubt,"  Julien  admitted,  «  that  the  situ- 
ation would  be  a  trifle  difficult,  but  to  talk  about  earn- 
ing your  own  living  —  you.  Lady  Anne  —  '* 

"Lady  fiddlesticks!"  she  interrupted.  «« What  a 
stupid  old  thing  you  are,  Julien !  You  never  found  out, 
I  suppose,  that  at  heart  I  am  a  Bohemian?  " 

"  No,  I  never  did !  "  he  assented  vigorously. 

"  Ah,  well,"  she  remarked,  "  you  were  too  busy  flirt- 
ing with  that  Carraby  woman  to  discover  all  my  ex- 
cellent qualities.  We  mustn't  stay  here,  must  we? 
Are  yr  J  very  busy,  or  do  you  want  to  drive  re  to  my 
friend's  house?  Of  course,  meeting  you  here  will  be  the 
end  of  me  if  any  one  sees  us.  Still,  I  don't  suppose  you 
object  to  a  little  scandal,  and  the  more  I  get  the  happier 
I  shall  be." 

"I'll  take  you  anywhere,"  Julien  promised.  "You 
don't  mind  waiting  while  I  speak  to  the  man  whom  I 
have  come  to  meet?  " 

"  Not  at  all,"  she  replied.  «  You  are  sure  he  won't 
object?  " 

"  Of  course  not,"  Julien  assured  her.  «  Kemir!.  ks  is 
an  awfully  good  sort." 

The  two  men  gripped  hands.  Kendricks  was  carry- 
ing his  own  bag  and  smoking  his  accustomed  pipe.  He 
had  apparently  been  asleep  in  the  carriage  and  was  look- 
ing a  little  more  untidy  than  usual. 

"  I  got  your  wir-  all  right,"  Julien  said,  «  and  I  am 
thundering  glad  to  see  you.  Are  you  just  in  search  of 
the  ordinary  sort  of  copy,  or  is  there  anything  special 

"Something    special,"    Kendricks    answered,    "and 
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No  hurry,  as  long 


you  're  in  it.    When  can  we  talk? 
as  I  see  you  some  time  to-night." 

"  I  am  entirely  at  your  service,"  Julien  declared.  "  I 
have  been  bored  to  death  for  the  last  few  weeks  and  I 
am  only  too  anxious  to  have  a  talk.  You  don't  mind  if 
I  see  this  young  lady  to  her  friend's  house  first?  I  don't 
know  exactly  where  it  is,  but  it  won't  take  very  long. 
She  is  all  alone,  and  as  long  as  we  have  met  I  feel  that 
I  ought  to  look  after  her." 

"  Naturally,"  Kendricks  agreed.     "  I  can  go  to  my 
hotel  and  meet  you  anywhere  you  say  for  supper." 
Julien  glanced  at  his  watch. 

"  It  is  ten  o'clock  within  a  minute  or  two,"  he  an- 
nounced. "  Supposing  we  make  it  half-past  eleven  at 
the  Abbaye?  " 

Kendricks  nodded. 
«  That  '11  suit  me.     So  long !  " 

He  strode  away  in  search  of  a  cab.  Julien  returned 
to  Lady  Anne  and  took  the  jewel-case  from  her 
fingers. 

"  It 's  all  arranged,"  he  said.     "  You  are  quite  sure 
that  you  have  no  more  luggage?  " 
She  laughed. 

"  Not  a  scrap !  Have  you  ever  traveled  without  lug- 
gage, Julien  ?  It  makes  you  feel  that  you  are  really  in 
for  adventures." 

"  Does  it !  "  he  replied  a  little  weakly.  Somehow 
or  other,  he  had  never  associated  a  love  for  adventures 
with  Lady  Anne. 

"Isn't  it  fun  to  be  in  Paris  once  more?"  she  con- 
tinued. "  I  want  a  real  rickety  little  voiture  and  I  want 
the  man  to  have  a  white  hat,  if  possible,  and  I  want  to 
drive  down  into  Paris  over  those  cobbles." 
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"An J  particular  address?" 

She  handed  him  a  card.  He  called  an  open  victoria 
and  directed  the  man.  Together  they  drove  out  of  the 
station  yard.  Lady  Anne  leaned  forward,  looking 
around  her  with  keen  pleasure, 

«  Julien,"  she  cried,  « this  is  delightful,  meeting  you ! 
I  hope  I  sha'n't  be  a  bother  to  you,  but  really  it  is 
rather  nice  to  feel  that  I  have  one  friend  here." 

"  You  could  n't  possibly  be  a  bother  to  me,"  he  de- 
clared. « I  'm  rather  a  waif  here  myself,  you  know, 
and  I  am  honestly  glad  to  see  you." 

She  looked  at  him  quickly  and  breathed  a  little  sich 
of  relief.  ® 

"  Now  that 's  sweet  of  you,"  she  said.  «  Of  course, 
I  don't  see  why  you  should  n't  be.  We  were  always 
good  friends,  were  n't  we?  and  it  makes  me  feel  so  much 
more  comfortable  to  remember  that  we  never  went  in  for 
the  other  sort  of  thing." 

"  There  was  just  one  moment,"  he  murmured  rumi- 
natmgly,  — 

She  turned  her  head. 

"  Stop  at  once,"  she  begged.  «  That  moment  passed, 
as  you  know.  If  it  had  n't,  things  might  have  been 
different.  If  it  had  n't,  I  should  feel  differently  about 
being  with  you  now.  We  are  forgetting  that  moment, 
If  you  please,  Julien.  Do,  there  's  a  good  fellow.  If 
you  wanted  to  be  good-natured,  you  could  be  so  nice 
to  me  until  I  get  used  to  being  alone." 

"Forgotten  it  shall  be,  by  all  means,"  he  promised 
cheerfully.  «  Do  you  know  that  the  address  you  gave 
me  IS  only  a  few  yards  away?  " 

"  Oh,  bother!  "  she  exclaimed.  «  I  knew  that  it  was 
somewhere  up  by  the  Gare  du  Nord." 
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They  turned  off  from  the  Rue  Lafayette  aaJ  pulled 
up  opposite  a  milliner's  shop. 

**  Mademoiselle  Rignaut  lives  up  above,"  Lady  Anne 
said,  alighting.  "  It  *s  sweet  of  you  to  have  brought 
me,  Julien.'* 

"  I  am  going  to  wait  and  see  that  yoa  are  all  right," 
he  replied,  ringing  the  bell. 

There  was  a  short  delay,  then  the  door  was  opened. 
A  young  woman  peered  out. 

"  Who  is  it?  »  she  asked  quickly. 

A  little  of  Lady  Anne's  confidence  for  the  moment 
had  almost  deserted  her.  The  girl's  face  was  invisible 
and  the  interior  of  the  passage  looked  cheerless.  Never- 
theless, she  answered  briskly. 

"Don't  you  remember  me,  Mademoiselle  Janette?  I 
am  Lady  Anne  —  Lady  Anne  Clonarty,  you  know." 

There  was  a  wondering  scream,  an  exclamatic.i  of 
delight,  and  Julien  stood  on  the  pavement  for  fully  five 
minutes.  Then  Lady  Anne  reappeared,  followed  by  her 
friend. 

"Sir  Julien,"  she  said,  "this  is  Mademoiselle  Rig- 
naut. I  am  awfully  lucky.  Mademoiselle  Rignaut 
has  a  room  she  can  let  me  have  and  we  are  going 
to  raid  her  shop  and  get  everything  I  want.  She  has 
costumes  as  well  as  hats." 

Julien  shook  hands  with  the  little  Frenchwoman,  who 
had  not  yet  recovered  from  her  amazement. 

"  But  this  is  wonderful,  monsieur,  is  it  not,"  she 
cried,  "to  see  dear  Lady  Anne  like  this?  Such  a  sur- 
prise! Such  a  delight!  But,  miladi,"  she  added  sud- 
denly, "  you  must  be  hungry  —  starving ! 

"  I  am,"  Lady  Anne  admitted  frankly. 

The  little  woman's  face  fell. 
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"But  only  this  afternoon,"  she  explained,  "my  ser- 
vant  was   taken   away   to   the   hospital!      What   can 
we  —  *' 

«  What  you  will  both  do,»  JuHen  interrupted,  **  is  to 
come  and  have  supper  with  me." 

/  n  °*'/w.T"u^  "''*"  '^^  "  ^'^^y  ^»«  ^'^^  do"bt. 
fully.       What  about  your  friend?  " 

"  He     jn't  mind,"  Julien  assured  her.     «  You  shall 

take  your  first  step  into  Bohemia,  my  dear  Anne     We 

had  arranged  to  sup  in  the  Montmartre.     You  and 

Mademoiselle  Rignaut  must  come.    I  can  give  you  half 

an  hour  to  get  ready  —  more,  if  you  want  it." 

"What  larks!  "Lady  Anne  exclaimed.  "Can  I  come 
m  a  traveling  dress?  " 

'♦You  can  come  just  as  you  are,"  Julien  replied. 
T.nK  '''''^\^^''^  P^«*^e«  just  as  one  feels  disposed. 
1  II  be  off  and  get  a  taximeter  automobile  instead  of  this 
thmg,  and  come  back  for  you  whenever  you  say." 

"\ou  are  a  brick,"  Lady  Anne  declared.  "I  shall 
love  to  go.'* 

"Monsieur  is  too  kind,"  Mademoiselle  Rignaut 
agreed,     but  as  for  me,  it  is  not  fitting  —  " 

';  Rubbish!"     Lady      Anne     interrupted     briskly. 

\m  ve  got  to  get  all  that  sort  of  stuff  out  of  your 
head,  Janette,  and  to  start  with  you  must  come  to 
supper  w,h  us.     Bless  you,  I  couldn't  go  alone  with 

JJ^  ,}  ""^^  ^""^^^'^  *°  ^^  "^^"i^d  to  him  three 

months  ago." 

Mademoiselle  shook  her  head  feebly. 

"But  indeed,  Miladi  Anne,"  she  protested,  "you  are 
a  strange  people,  you  English !    I  do  not  understand." 

Lady  Anne  took  her  by  the  arm  and  turned  towards 
tne  open  door. 
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**  Don't  bother  about  that.    Wc-  »1i  be  ready  in  half 
an  hour,  Julien." 

Julien  returned  to  the  Gare  du  Nord  and  t»  him- 

self to  a  whiskey  and  soda.  He  was  sury  ,  at  the 
pleasurable  sense  of  excitement  which  this  meeting  had 
given  him.  During  the  last  few  weeks  in  Paris  he  had 
found  little  to  interest  or  amuse  him.  He  had  been,  in 
fact,  very  distinctly  bored.  The  newspapers  and  illus- 
trated journals,  although  they  were  always  full  of  in- 
terest to  him,  had  day  by  day  brought  their  own 
particular  sting.  Although  his  affection  for  Lady  Anne 
had  been  of  a  distinctly  modified  character,  yet  he  had 
found  it  curiously  unpleasant  to  read  everywhere  of  her 
engagement,  of  her  plans  for  the  future,  and  to  look 
at  the  photographs  of  her  and  her  intended  bridegroom 
which  seemed  to  stare  at  him  from  every  page.  Some- 
how or  other,  although  he  told  himself  that  personally 
it  was  of  no  consequence  to  him,  he  yet  found  the  present 
situation  of  affairs  far  more  to  his  liking. 

He  lounged  about  the  Gare  du  Nord,  smoking  a 
cigarette  and  thinking  over  what  she  had  told  him. 
There  was  a  good  deal  in  the  present  situation  to 
appeal  to  his  sense  of  humor.  He  thought  of  the 
Duke  and  the  Duchess  when  they  discovered  the  flight 
of  their  daughter,  —  their  efforts  to  keep  all  details 
from  the  papers;  of  Harbord  and  his  horde  of  rela- 
tions —  Harbord,  who  had  neither  the  dignity  nor  the 
breeding  to  accept  such  a  reverse  in  silence.  He  could 
imagine  the  gossip  at  the  clubs  and  among  their  friends. 
He  himself  was  immensely  surprised.  He  had  consid- 
ered himself  something  of  a  judge  of  character,  and 
yet  he  had  looked  upon  Lady  Anne  as  a  good-natured 
young  person,  brimful  of  common  sense,  without  an 
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ounce  of  .entimcnt-a  perfectly  weU-ordered  piece  of 
the  machinery  of  her  .ex.  The  whole  affair  waf  HJon- 
uhing.  Perhaps  to  him  the  most  astonishing  part  wa. 
that  he  found  himself  continually  looking  at  the  cloT 
counting  ahnost  the  minute,  until  it  wa.  po..ible  for 
him  to  .tart  on  thi.  little  expedition! 
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**  TO  OU«   NEW    SELVES  ** 

JruEN  found  a  taximeter  automobUe  and,  punctually 
at  the  time  appointed,  drove  to  the  little  milliner's  shop 
in  the  Rue  St,  Antoine.  Lady  Anne  and  her  companion 
were  waiting  for  him  and  they  drove  off  together  in  liigh 
good  humor.  The  manager  at  the  Abbaye  bowed  before 
them  with  special  deference.  He  recognized  Julien  as 
an  occasional  customer,  and  Lady  Anne,  even  in  her 
traveling  gown,  was  a  person  to  inspire  attention. 

They  chose  a  table  and  ordered  supper  for  four. 
Kendricks  had  not  yet  arrived,  but  it  was  barely  half- 
past  eleven  and  the  place  was  almost  empty.  Lady  Anne 
was  in  high  spirits  and  chattering  all  the  time.  Julien 
looked  at  her  occasionally  in  amazement.  They  had 
seldom  been  alone  together  in  London,  but  on  those  few 
occasions  when  the  conventions  had  demanded  it.  '.2  had 
been  inclined  to  find  her  rather  stupid.  She  was  cer- 
tainly nothing  of  the  dort  this  evening! 

"  I  suppose  I  am  a  baby,"  she  exclaimed,  laughing, 
"  but  to-night  I  feel  as  though  I  were  beginning  a  new 
life !  Tell  me,  mademoiselle,  have  you  a  place  for  ine  as 
a  seamstress?  Or  will  you  have  me  for  a  model?  My 
figure  is  good  enough,  is  n't  it?  " 

"  Miladi,"  Mademoiselle  Rignaut  declared  deprecat- 
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inglj,  "there  is  no  girl  in  my  shop  with  a  figure  like 
your.,  but  It  IS  not  well  for  you  to  talk  so,  indeed.  It 
II  shocking. ' 

Lady  Anne  laughed  gayly. 

"  Now,  my  little  friend,"  she  said,  «  let  us  understand 
one  another.  Tnere  is  no  more  '  milad  /  I  am  Anne  — 
Anne  to  you  and  An.e  to  Jullon  here.  I  Ve  finished 
with  the  ;  milad,  affair.  I  dare  say  I  should  n't  care 
about  being  a  model,  but  all  the  same  I  am  goinir  to 
earn  my  own  living." 

"Earn  your  own  living!"  MademoiseUe  Rignaut 
ecdoed,  m  something  like  horror. 

She  had  met  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess  — she  had 
traveled  even  to  London  and  had  passed  the  night  be- 
neath the  ducal  roof.  Lady  Anne's  mother  had  very 
sound  ideas  of  economy,  and  Mademoiselle  Rignaut  wa. 
cheap  and  yet  undoubtedly  French. 

"Earn  my  own  living,  without  a  doubt,"  Lady  Anne 
repeated,  helping  herself  to  a  roll.  «  You  don't  mind 
my  eating  some  bread  and  butter,  do  you,  Jnlien?  I 
ecu  d  n't  lunch -I  was  much  too  excited,  and  the  tea 
on  the  tram  was  filthy.  Why.  of  course  I  am  going  to 
earn  my  own  living,"  she  continued.  «  I  've  only  got  a 
few  thousand  francs  with  me,  and  some  jewelry.  I  be- 
lieve I  have  got  a  small  income,  but  Heaven  knows 
whether  they  will  let  me  have  it !  " 

Julicn's  eyes  were  suddenly  lit  with  Iiumor. 

"  Why  the  Duke  will  be  here  for  you  to-morrow,"  he 
exclaimed,  «  to  take  you  back !  " 

She  leaned  back  in  her  seat  with  an  air  of  deliberation. 

th«n[  w"""'  ;^^^"«i«*<^d-  "  I  'm  twenty-six  years  old, 
thank  Heaven!  Twenty-six  years  I've  had  of  it  J 
enough  to  crush  any  one.     Xo  more!    You  know,  I  like 
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thi*  icnie  o  freedom,**  the  went  on.  **  It  »•  perfectlj 
amazing  ^  young  I  feel.  Julien,  do  you  remember 
when  '  .  ».cT  would  n*t  let  ua  lunch  together  at  the  Riti 
without  a  chaperon?" 

**  I  do,"  he  assented.  "  I  »m  sure  we  did  n»t  need  one. 
either." 

hhe  smiled  reminiscently. 

"What  sticks  we  were!  What  a  silly  life!  I  really 
have  the  most  delightful  feeling,  as  though  I  were  start- 
ing things  all  over  again,  as  though  there  were  all  sorts 
of  wonderful  adventures  before  me." 

Julien  looked  at  her  quickly.  There  was  no  woniRn 
in  the  place  half  so  good-looking  or  with  anj  pretensions 
to  such  style.  He  was  conscious  of  an  odd  twinge  of 
jealousy. 

"  You  Ml  have  no  trouble  in  finding  adventures,"  he 
remarked  a  litth  grimly. 

Her  eyes  flashed  back  an  answer  to  his  thought. 

**  Bless  you,  I  don't  want  anything  to  do  with  men! 
Fancy  having  bcvn  engaged  to  you  and  to  Samuel  Har- 
bord!  What  further  thrills  could  possibly  he  in  store 
for  me?  " 

**  Well,  I  don't  know,"  Julien  retorted.  «  I  suppose 
if  I  was  a  stick,  there  must  have  been  something  about 
you  which  induced  me  to  be  one." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it,"  she  objected.  "You  were  a 
solentm,  studious,  gentlemanly,  well-behaved,  well-con- 
ducted prig  —  very  much  a  male  edition  of  what  I  was 
myself.  What  a  life  we  should  have  lived  together! 
.  .  .  Here  's  your  friend.  You  know,  I  rather  like  the 
look  of  him.  He's  so  delightfully  untidy.  I  should 
think  he  belongs  round  about  the  new  world,  doesn't 
he?" 
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**He'»  •working  journalist,"  Julien  answered,  "• 
tery  clever  felloir  and  a  good  friend  of  mine." 

"Then  I  shall  adore  hii.i,"  Lady  Anne  decided,— 
"not  because  he  is  a  good  friend  of  yours,  but  because 
he  IS  a  working  journalist.  Why.  I  naw  him  sitting 
waiting  for  you  the  day  you  came  and  wished  me  that 
K  auig  good-bye,"  she  added.  «  I  liked  him  even  then. 
It  seemed  so  sweet  of  him  to  come  and  help  you  through 
that  terrible  ordeal."  'nrougn 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  Kendricks  very  charminriy 
when  he  was  presented. 

"  Don»t  be  terrified  at  finding  us  here,  please,"  she 
begged.  I  know  you  have  some  business  to  talk  over 
with  Julien,  but  you  see  we  were  starving,  and  Julien 
had  to  be  pohte  to  me  because  we  were  once  engaged  to 
be  married.  I  promise  you  that  when  we  have  eaten  we 
will  go  home.'* 

Kendricks  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  and  smiled. 
You  know,"  he  said,  « I  believe  you  Ve  run  away." 
She  laughed. 

T  r^  f«*  r'^  *^*  '  '"^  «°'"«  *°  '••'«  y°"r  friend, 
utkl    "  *-^*^^*''""^-     ""«  understands  things  so 

"I  am  a  newspaper  man,  you  see,"  he  told  her.  «  Just 
as  I  left,  I  was  reading  all  sorts  of  things  about  your 
weddmg,  and  the  presents,  and  th^  rest  of  it.  I  saw 
you  m  the  train  and  recognized  you." 

"Con't  think  I  've  come  over  after  Julien,"  she  con- 
tinued cheerfully.  «  I  never  dreamed  of  seeing  him  — 
not  just  yet,  at  any  rate.  I  had  no  idea  where  to  run 
to,  but  Pans  seemed  to  me  so  easy  and  so  natural,  and 
somehow  or  other  it  must  be  more  difficult  to  worry  any 
one  mto  going  back  from  a  foreign  country.    Not  that 
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it 


I  think 


I  *ve  any  idea  of  going  back,"  she  broke  oflF. 
I  *m  going  to  enjoy  life  hugely  out  here.'* 

**  But  it  is  most  astonishing! "  Mademoiselle  Rignaut 
declared  with  a  gasp. 

"  My  little  friend  here,"  Lady  Anne  went  on,  "  has  n't 
got  over  it  all  yet.  She  does  n't  understand  the  sheer 
barbarity  of  being  a  duke's  daughter.  The  worst  of 
it  is  she  '11  never  have  an  opportunity  of  trying  it  for 
herself.  Heaven  save  the  others !  Julien,  I  hope  we  are 
going  to  have  some  champagne.  Mother  never  liked  me 
to  drink  champagne  at  a  restaurant.  You  see,"  she  ex- 
plained, "  we  were  n't  rich  enough  to  be  in  really  the 
smart  set,  or  else  I  should  have  been  allowed  to  do  any 
mortal  thing,  and  if  you  are  n't  in  the  very  smart  set,  it 
is  best  to  turn  up  your  nose  at  them  and  to  ape  pro- 
priety. That 's  what  we  did.  It  suited  father  because 
it  was  cheap,  and  mother  because  she  said  it  went  with 
my  style." 

"  Champagne,  by  all  means,"  Julien  agreed.    « I  or- 
dered it  some  time  ago.    And  here  comes  the  lobster." 

"  Julien,  tell  him  to  give  me  some  wine,"  Lady  Anne 
begged.    "  I  am  thirsty." 

Julien  gave  the  order  to  the  sommelier.     She  raised 
the  glass  to  her  lips  and  looked  at  him. 

"  To  our  new  selves,"  she  exclaimed,  laughing,  "  and 
to  the  broken  bonds !  " 

Julien  raised  his  glass  at  once. 

"  To  our  new  selves !  "  he  echoed. 


CHAPTER   III 


WOEK    FOE    JUUEN 

The  new  Anne  had  not  forgotten  her  natural  stub- 
boniness  At  half-past  twelve  she  rose  from  the  supper 
her  home  absolutely  to  allow  Julien  to  escort 

,  "  ^^i^T  •^"i''"'"  '^^  ^^<^^^^^d>  "  the  thing  is  ridicu- 
ous.  We  have  finished  with  aU  that.  I  am  a  Bohemian. 
I  expect  to  walk  about  these  streets  when  and  where  and 
at  what  hour  I  choose.  You  have  business  with  Mr 
Kendncks  and  I  am  glad  of  it.  You  certainly  shall  not 
waste  your  time  gallivanting  around  with  me.  Janette 
and  I  together  could  defy  any  sort  of  danger." 

r..V  Tu  "^  u^*""  '^""''"  '^"''""  protested,  «  you  cannot 
make  these  changes  so  suddenly.  To  drive  you  home 
would  take,  at  the  most,  half  an  hour." 

"I  shall  enjoy  the  drive  immensely,"  Lady  Anne 
answered  coolly,  «  but  we  shall  take  it  alone.  Don't  be 
foohsh,  Juhen.  Come  and  find  us  a  little  carriage  and 
say  good  night  nicely."  * 

h^%7'  forced  to  obey.     He  found  a  carriage  and 

havrpa^%:Ht.''^  ^""  ^^''^^^  ''"^  ^^-  ^^  -"^^ 
"For  the  present,"  she  said,  « I  prefer  to  arrange 
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these  matters  for  myself.  Thanks  ever  so  much  for  the 
supper,"  she  added,  «  and  come  and  see  me  in  a  day  or 
two,  won't  you?  " 

She  gave  him  her  hand  and  smiled  her  fareweUs  at  him 
The  lamplight  flashed  upon  her  as  she  leaned  forward 
to  say  good-bye,  and  Julien  for  the  first  time  realized 
that  her  hair  was  a  beautiful  shade  of  brown,  and  that 
there  was  a  quiet  but  very  effective  beauty  about  her 
face  which  he  had  never  appreciated.  She  waved  her 
han4  and  laughed  at  him  in  frank  good-fellowship  which 
he  somehow  felt  vaguely  annoying.  The  carriage  rolled 
away  and  he  went  back  to  Kendricks. 

"  My  friend,"  the  latter  exclaimed,  "  pay  your  bill 
and  let  us  depart!  I  am  in  no  humor  for  the  cafes 
to-night.  Let  us  go  to  your  rooms  and  sit  quietly,  or 
drive  —  whichever  you  choose." 

"  You  have  news?  "  Julien  remarked. 
"  I  have  news  and  a  proposition  for  you,"  Kendricks 
replied.    «  I  am  not  sure  that  we  do  ourselves  much  good 
by  bemg  seen  about  Paris  together  just  now.    I  am  not 
sure,  even,  whether  it  is  safe." 
Julien  stared  at  him. 
"  You  are  making  fun  of  me ! " 
"  Not  I,"  Kendricks  assured  him.    «  We  are  both  be- 
mg drawn  into  a  queer  little  cycle  of  events,  events 
which  perhaps  we  may  influence.     When  we  get  back 
to  your  rooms,  I  will  tell  you  about  it.    UntU  then,  not 
a  word." 

They  drove  down  the  hill,  talking  of  Yady  Anne. 

"Somehow,"  Kendricks  remarked,  "she  doesn't  fit 
in,  in  the  least,  with  your  description  of  her.  I  imag- 
ined a  cold,  rather  stupid  young  woman,  of  very  moder- 
ate intelligence,  and  certainly  no  sense  of  humor.    Do 
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you  know  that  jour  Lady  Anne  is  really  a  very  charm- 
ing person?  ' 

«  She  puzzles  me  a  little,"  Julien  confessed.    «  Some- 
thing has  changed  her.'* 

Kendricks  nodded. 

«  Whatever  has  done  it  has  done  a  good  thing  She 
gave  you  your  cong^  quite  calmly,  did  n't  she?  " 

"Absolutely,"  Julien  admitted.  "She  brushed  me 
away  as  though  I  had  been  a  misbehaving  fly  " 

"After  all,"  Kendricks  said,  "you  were  of  the  same 
kidney —  a  prig  of  the  first  water,  you  know,  Julien. 
I  am  never  tired  of  telling  you  so,  am  I?    Never  mind, 

thil  we^k?  ""*  ^°"*     ^^^^  ^°"  '^^°  ^^"  ^»'«'^<*enberg 

Julien  shook  his  head. 

"Not  since  we  were  all  at  the  Rat  Mort  together 
nearly  a  month  ago.  Did  I  tell  you  that  he  made  me 
an  offer  then?" 

"No,  you  told  me  nothing  about  it,"  Kendricks  re- 
plied, leaning  for-r^rd  with  interest.  «  What  sort  of 
an  offer?    Go  .1         'me  about  it?  " 

"He  wanted  .  JuHen  continued,  "to  undertake 

the  command  of  an  expedition  to  some  place  which  he 
did  not  specify,  to  discover  whether  a  German  who  was 
living  there  was  being  held  a  prisoner  —  " 

"  Oh,  lA,  M ! "  Kendricks  interrupted.  «  Tell  me  what 
your  reply  was?" 

"  I  told  him  that  I  must  consult  you  first.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  I  ne-  thought  seriously  about  it  at  all. 
ihe  whole  affair  seemed  to  me  so  vague,  and  it  did  n't 
attract  me  m  the  lea.t.  I  don't  know  whether  vou  can 
understand  what  I  mean,  but  to  me  it  appeared  to  be 
an  entirely  artificial  suggestion.     If  such  a  thing  had 
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been  reasonable  at  all,  I  should  have  said  that  it  was  an 
offer  invented  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  by  Herr  Freu- 
denberg,  to  get  me  out  of  Paris." 

«  Really,  Julien,"  declared  Kendricks,  « I  am  begin- 
ning to  have  hopes  of  you.  There  are  times  when  you 
are  almost  bright." 

"  What  are  you  here  for?  "  Julien  asked.  « Is  there 
anything  wrong  in  London  ?  " 

"  Anything  wrong !  "  Kendricks  growled.  «  You  and 
your  foolish  letters,  Julien !  You  left  the  way  open  for 
that  little  bounder  Carrab;  and  he  '11  do  for  us.  Loid, 
how  they  love  him  in  Berlin !  " 

"  They  are  not  exactly  appreciating  him  over  here, 
are  they?  "  Julien  remarked.  "  I  don't  understand  the 
tone  of  the  Press  at  all.  There  's  something  at  the  back 
of  it  all." 

**  There  is,"  Kendricks  agreed  grimly.  «  Sit  tight, 
wait  till  ve  are  in  your  rooms.     I'll  tell  you  some 


news. 


» 


"  We  are  there  now,"  Julien  replied,  as  the  little  car- 
riage pulled  up.  «  Follow  me,  Kendricks,  and  take  care 
of  the  stairs.  I  hope  you  like  the  smell  of  new  bread? 
You  see,  the  ground  floor  is  occupied  by  a  confectioner's 
shop.    It  keeps  me  hungry  half  the  time." 

"  Delicious !  "  Kendricks  murmured.  "  Are  these 
your  rooms  ?  " 

Julien  nodded  and  turned  on  the  electric  light. 

"  Not  palatial,  as  you  see,  but  comfortable  and,  I 
flatter  myself,  typically  French.  Don't  you  love  the 
red  plush  and  the  gilt  mirror?  Of  course,  one  doesn't 
sit  upon  the  chairs  or  look  into  the  mirror,  but  they  at 
least  remind  you  of  the  country  you  're  in." 

Kendricks  threw  open  ':he  window.     The  hum  of  the 
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city  came  floating  into  the  room.    They  drew  up  easy- 
chairs. 

"Whiskey  and  soda  at  your  side,"  Julien  pointed 
out.  «  You  can  smoke  your  filthy  pipe  to  your  heart's 
content.  I  won't  even  insult  you  by  offering  you  a 
cigar.  Now  go  ahead." 
Kendricks  lit  his  pipe  and  smoked  solemnly. 
«  Your  remarks,"  he  declared,  «  are  actuated  by  jeal- 
ousy. You  have  n't  the  stomach  for  a  man's  smoke. 
Now  listen.  There  's  the  very  devil  of  a  mischief  abroad 
and  Falkenberg  's  at  the  bottom  of  it.  Do  ^ou  know 
what  he  's  doing?  "  *' 

"  I  know  nothing." 

"You  remember  the  night  that  we  were  up  at  the 
Rat  Mort?    He  was  talking  with  a  dirty-looking  man 
in  a  red  tie  and  pince-nez." 
•|  I  remember  it  quite  well,"  Julien  admitted. 
"  WeU,  he  was  the  leader  writer  in  Le  'our,  —  Jesen 
—  a  brilliant  man,  an  absolutely  wonderful  writtr,  but 
sluftless.     Do  you  know  what  Falkenberg  has  done? 
The  paper  was  in  the  market,  the  controlling  share  of 
It,  and  he  bought  it,  or  rather  he  put  the  money  into 
Jesen's  hands  to  buy  it  with.     The  whole  tone  of  the 
paper  with  regard  to  foreign  affairs  has  turned  com- 
plete y  round.     Every  other  day  there  is  a  scathing 
article  in  it  attacking  the  entente  with  England.  You  've 
read  them,  of  course?  " 

"  So  has  every  one,"  Julien  replied  gravely.  «  The 
people  here  talk  of  litUe  else." 

"It  is  known,"  Kendricks  continued,  "that  Falken- 
berg has  made  every  use  of  his  frequent  visits  to  this 
city  to  ingratiate  himself  with  certain  members  of  the 
French  Cabinet,  and  to  impress  them  with  liis  views. 
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To  some  extent  there  is  no  doubt  that  he  has  succeeded. 
The  German  Press  —  the  inspired  portion  of  it,  at  anj 
rate  — is  backing  all  this  up  by  articles  extremely 
friendly  towards  France  and  deriding  her  friendshin 
with  England."  ^ 

"  This,  too,  I  have  noticed,"  Julien  admitted. 
«  Carraby  is  in  hot  water  already,"  Kendricks  went 
on.    **  He  had  a  chance  on  Monday  in  the  House,  when 
he  was  asked  a  question  about  the  German  gunboat  which 
is  reported  to  have  gone  to  Agdar.     The  fool  muddled 
it.     He  gave  the  sort  of  suave,  methodist  reply  one 
expected,  and  the  German  Press  jeered  at  him  openly. 
Julien,  if*   serious.     The  French  people  are  honest 
enough,  but  they  are  impressionable.     A  Liberal  Gov- 
ernment was  never  popular  with  them.     You  were  the 
only  Liberal  Foreign  Minister  in  whom  they  believed. 
This  nian  Carraby  they  despise.    Besides,  he  has  Jewish 
blood  in  his  veins  and  you  know  what  that  means  over 
here.    Jesen*s  articles  come  thundering  out  and  already 
other  papers  are  beginning  to  follow  suit.    The  poison 
has  been  at  work  for  months.    You  remember  monsieur 
and  madame  and  mademoiselle,  with  whom  I  talked  so 
earnestly?     Well,  they  were  but  types.      I  talked  to 
them  because  I  wanted  to  find  out  their  point  of  view. 
There  are  many  others  like  them.     They  look  upon  the 
entente  with  good-natured  tolerance.     They  doubt  the 
real  ability  of  Britain  to  afford  practical  aid  to  France, 
should  she  be  attacked.     This  good-natured  tolerance 
is  being  changed  into  irritation.     Falkenberg's  efforts 
are  ceaseless.     The  moment  he  has  the  two  countries 
really  estranged,  he  will  strike." 

"  Against  which?  "  Julien  asked  quickly. 

"Heaven  only  knows!"  Kendricks  answered.    "For 


'  Splendid 


' "  he  muttered,  rising  to  his  teet     "  If  only  I 
can  do  it !  " 
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Englmd.  There  ..  no  .trategic  rcon  for  .  wlr  be- 
tween France  .nd  German,.  German,  need,  more  «,« 
France  can  g.ve  her  She  doe.  not  need  mone"  .h° 
ne«l.  terntory.  Falkenberg  i.  .  „bid  tapefuilrt 
a  dreamer  of  .plendid  dream,,  ,  real  mnlu.  hT  i. 
lighting  to-da,  with  the  .ubtle'st  weapon^^Zmi^  o 

with  a  direct  proposition  to  you  '• 

:?"?:''''":^-.J''<'?"J"Iiene«I.imed. 
I     ?i"'Kendrick.  replied.    "  It  is  my  idea.    I  ,«w 
lord  Southwo  d  this  morning  and  he  agr^d.    We  wlnT 

fl  PaT"  '".""  P»I»'  »  »"-  o*  .rticlerdl^ 
from  Pan.  «,d  .igned  in  your  own  name,  and  we  w,^ 
jou  to  attack  Fa  kenberg  and  the  game  he  is  pLyC 

o^L'mTT  '"  "'""  *°  »PP"'  'i^-ulUneousri, 
one  of  the  leadmg  joumals  here.  We  want  you  to  wri" 
oFnIy  of  these  German  spies  who  infest  Pari..  We 
want  you  first  to  hint  and  then  to  speak  openlTof  the 
purchase  of  Le  Jour  by  mean,  of  German  gofd  We 
want  you  to  combat  the  popular  opinion  he«  that  our 
army  is  a  wooden  box  affair,  and  that  we  as  a  nation 
.^  too  cn.ssly  selfish  to  risk  our  fleet  for  the  benefl   of 

l^th      T^'  Tl!  ""•  *"  ""■"= »  «-^«'  -"'  "d  tell  the 
irom  rans  may  do  a  magnificent  work." 
JiJien's  eye.  were  already  agleam. 

o»iy'1»*do.;!»  """"""'•  "™«  »»  ''^  '«'•    "« 
«  ^^'r™"™  '""i  """  '*°  "'"  Kendrick.  insisted  firmly. 

«r„Tl\^    ""S  '""^  "'°"*''-     You  haven't  for- 
gotten the  trick.     Some  of  your  sentence.  I  remember 
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even  now.  I  tell  you,  Julien,  they  helped  me  to  appre- 
ciate you.  I  liked  you  better  when  you  took  up  the 
pen  sometimes  than  I  liked  you  in  those  perfect  clothes 
and  perfect  manner  in  your  ofBce  at  Downing  Street. 
Your  tongue  had  the  politician's  trick  of  gliding  over 
the  surface  of  things.  Your  pen  scratched  and  splut- 
tered its  way  into  the  heart  of  affairs.  Get  back  to  it, 
Julien.  I  want  your  first  article  before  I  leave  Paris 
to-night." 

**  I  '11  do  my  best,"  Julien  promised.  "  It 's  a  great 
scheme.    I  'm  going  to  commence  now." 

"  I  hoped  you  would,"  Kendricks  replied.  "  You  've 
got  the  atmosphere  here.  You  're  sitting  in  the  heart 
of  the  France  that  belongs  to  the  French.  It  is  n't  for 
nothing  that  I  've  taken  you  round  a  little  with  me  since 
we  were  here.  Chance  was  kind,  too,  when  it  brought 
U8  up  against  Freudenberg.  Remember,  Julien,  jour- 
nalisn  i^  n't  the  gentlemanly  art  it  was  ten  or  twenty 
years  ago.  You  can  take  up  your  pen  and  stab.  That 's 
what  we  want." 

"  It 's  fine,"  Julien  declared.    « It  is  war !  " 

Kendricks  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  I  'm  going  to  bed,"  he  announced.  "  The  last  month 
has  been  exciting  and  there  's  plenty  more  to  come.  I 
need  sleep.    Julien,  just  a  word  of  caution." 

"  Fire  away,"  Julien  sighed.  He  was  already  gazing 
steadfastly  out  of  the  window,  already  the  sentences  were 
franing  themselves  in  his  mind. 

"The  day  upon  which  your  first  article  appears," 
Kendricks  said,  "  Freudenberg  will  strike.  Your  life 
here  will  never  be  wholly  safe.  You  will  be  encompassed 
with  spies  and  enemies.  Why,  this  wild-cat  scheme  of 
his  of  sending  you  off  on  some  expedition  was  solely 
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because  you  are  the  one  man  of  whom  he  is  afraid 
He  feared  lest  Carrabj  might  make  some  hideous  blun- 
der m  a  crisis  and  that  the  country  might  demand  you 
back.    That  is  why  he  wanted  you  out  of  the  way  ♦* 

"You  may  be  right"  Juhen  admitted.     «  Whkt  »s 
that  striking  —  one  o'clock  ?    Till  to-night,  David !  » 

Kcndricks  nodded  and  left  the  room.    Julien  sat  for 
a  moment  before  the  open  window.     It  was  rather  an 
impressive  view  of  the  city  with  its  millions  of  lights, 
the  fine  buildings  of  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  in  clear 
relief  against  the  deep  sky,  the  Eiffel  Tower  glittering 
m  the  distance,  the  subtle  perfume  of  pleasure  in  the 
air.    Juhen  stood  there  and  raised  his  eyes  to  the  skies 
Already  his  brain  was  moving  to  the  grim  music  of  his 
thoughts.     He  looked  away  from  the  city  to  the  fertile 
country.     Some  faint  memory  of  those  once  blackened 
holds  and  desolate  villages  stole  into  his   mind.     He 
turned  to  his  desk,  drew  the  paper  towards  him  and 
wrote. 
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JuLiBM  was  driving,  a  few  afternoons  later,  with 
Madame  Chrlstophor.  She  had  picked  him  up  in  the 
Bois,  where  he  had  gone  for  a  solitary  walk.  In  her 
luxurious  automobile  they  passed  smoothly  beyond  the 
confines  of  the  Park  and  out  into  the  country.  After 
her  brief  summons  and  the  few  words  of  invitation,  the}' 
relapsed  into  a  somewhat  curious  silence. 

"My  friend,"  Madame  Christophor  remarked  at 
length,  glancing  thoughtfully  towards  him,  "  I  find 
a  change  in  you.  You  are  pale  and  tired  and  silent. 
It  is  your  duty  to  amuse  me,  but  you  make  no  effort 
to  do  so.  Yet  you  have  lost  that  look  of  complete 
dejection.  You  have,  indeed,  the  appearance  of  a  man 
who  has  accomplished  something,  who  has  found  a  new 
purpose  in  life." 

Julien  to  some  extent  recovered  himself. 

"  Dear  Madame  Christophor,"  he  exclaimed,  "  it  is 
true!  My  manners  are  shocking.  Yet,  in  a  way,  I 
have  an  excuse.  I  have  been  hard  at  work  for  the  k:t 
few  days.  I  was  writing  all  night  until  quite  late  this 
morning.  It  was  because  I  could  not  sleep  that  I 
came  out  to  sit  under  the  trees  —  where  you  found 
me,  in  fact." 
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"Writing,"  .ho  repeated.     "So  you   are  chanainxr 
K~pr^-^    Vou  are  going  to  .akeari 

Julien  shook  his  head. 

"It  is  not  that,"  he  answered.    « I  have  no  personal 
an.bjtions  connected  with   nry  present   work.   T  wa, 
an   idea  — a   great    idea  —  but    it   was    nnf    «„     I! 
Yet  the  work  has  been  an  im.en^e  "iLf  °'   "^   °""- 

She  looked  away  relapsing  once  more  into  silence 
He  glanced  towards  her.  The  weariness  of  her  ex- 
pression  was  more  than  ever  evident  to-day,  the  wearl 

Tl:^ ""  r'  '"*'"''  ^^'^^  ^--^'  indeed  to  gT; 

always  fhern"  *°  '"  !"?'     '^^*  '*'  P«*»^-  - 
always  there.     Her  eyes,  which  looked  steadily  down 

.1™°"  '"™.,'°  ™"''^  "''^'"  '^  "■"""ured.    «  We 
women  never." 

Julien  was  conscious  of  a  certain  selfishness  in  all 
his  thoughts  connected  with  his  companion.  He  had 
been  so  ready  always  to  accept  her  Liety,  to  accept 

hL    K^?^  '^'  ^*''""^"^   «^  ^-  intellect      Yet  he 
himself  had  given  so  little,  had  shown  so  little  interes 

;*[nt^;:r^^^^-  ^e  sat  a  t^fie  m::: 

"Dear    Madame    Christophor,"    he    said    earnestly 

much  intll^'l   ^°  ''"'  *°   •"^'  ^-  '^-^  «^o-   s'o 

Why  not  te,         ^'^'  .'u'"^  ^""^  ^"^  ^y  t'o^bles. 
VVhj  not  tell  me  somethmg  of  your  own  life?     J  have 

felt  so  much  the  benefit  of  your  symnathv      j\T 
nothing  in  the  world  I  could'do  foTy^p  .^-     ''  *^^^^ 
3ne  sighed. 

"  No  person   in   the   world,"   she   declared,   « could 
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help  me;  certainly  not  one  of  your  sex.  I  start  with 
an  instinctive  and  unchanging  hatred  towards  every  one 
of  them." 

''But,  madame,"  Julien  protested,  ''is  that  reason- 
able? » 

"  It  is  the  truth,"  she  replied.  "  I  do  my  best  when 
we  are  together  to  forget  it  so  far  as  you  are  concerned. 
I  succeed  because  you  do  not  use  with  me  any  of  the 
miserable  devices  of  your  sex  to  provoke  an  interest 
whether  they  really  desire  it  or  not.  You  treat  me, 
Sir  Julien,  as  it  pleases  me  to  be  treated.  It  is  for 
that  reason,  I  am  sure  —  it  must  be  for  that  reason  — 
that  I  find  some  pleasure  in  being  with  you,  whereas  the 
society  of  any  other  man  is  a  constant  irritation  to 
me." 

Julien  hesitated. 

"  You  know,"  he  began,  "  I  am  not  naturally  a  curi- 
ous person.  I  have  never  asked  a  question  of  you  or 
about  you  from  the  few  people  with  whom  I  have  come 
in  contact  over  here.     At  the  same  time,  —  " 

"  Do  you  mean,"  she  interrupted,  "  do  you  seriously 
mean  that  you  are  ignorant  as  to  who  I  really  am,  as 
to  any  part  of  my  history?  " 

"Entirely,"  Julien  assured  her. 

She  was  thoughtful  for  several  moments. 

"Well,  that  is  strange,"  she  declared.  "You  are 
upsetting  one  of  my  pet  theories.  All  the  men  whom 
I  have  ever  known  have  been  more  curious  than  women. 
Are  you  interested  in  me,  by  any  chance.  Sir  Julien.'"' 

"  Immensely,"  he  replied. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Do  you  know,  that  is  a  great 
concession  for  me  to  make,  but  it  is  the  truth?  I  like 
you  to  be  interested  in  me.     Yet  I  must  confess  that 
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your  ignorance  as  to  who  I  really  am  astonishes  me. 
Perhaps  she  added  gravely,  «  if  you  knew,  you  would 
not  be  sitting  by  my  side  at  the  present  moment." 

I  cannot  believe,"  he  said,  smiling,  « that  you  are 
such  a  very  terrible  person." 

adliUe^""^'     '^''''''   *'^*   ''  "°*   ^^   --<^'"   «He 

«  There  is  one  thing,"  he  went  on,  «  concerning  which 
1  have  always  been  curious." 

"And  that?" 

«  The  little  manicure  girl  whom  I  met  in  the  Soho 
restaurant,  he  replied  promptly,  "what  on  earth  was 
her  reason  for  wishing  me  to  come  and  see  you?  Whv 
did  you  want  me  to  come? "  •'  j 

«I  thought,"  she  murmured,  "that  we  had  agreed 
not  to  speak  of  those  matters  for  the  present  " 

« That  was  some  time  ago.  Things  are'  changinir 
around  us  every  day.     It  is  possible  that  withS  f 

Zl  f^^T      '  I  ""^^  ^"'^  "^^^^^  •"  «"^^  «  portion 
here  that  I  am  forced  to  know  exactly  who  are  my 

friends  and  who  my  enemies." 

"Can  you  believe,"  she  asked,  "that  you  would  ever 
tad  me  among  the  latter?  " 

Julien  thought  for  several  moments. 

offJA^^\u°^  ^!^  ^°"'"  ^"  P^°«^^ded,  « not  to  be 
offended  with  me  for  what  I  am  going  to  say.  It  was 
a  chanc.  remark  I  heard  -  no  mofe.  !t  certainly  how- 
ever, did  suggest  some  association.  There  is  a  man  who 
kT  *r  ^u"*""'  "^^^  ^^"«  *>--^^  ^  -1^-  of  toys 
"  HeT;  Frl^^b^^^^^^^  '^''''''  ^"'  ^^'^^  ''^  -- 

She  sat  as  still  as  a  statue.     Not  a  line  of  her 
features  was  changed.     Julien   turned  a  little  in  his 
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seat.  As  he  watched,  he  saw  that  her  bosom  underneath 
the  lace  scarf  which  she  wore  was  rising  and  falling 
quickly.  Her  teeth  came  suddenly  together.  He  saw 
the  lids  droop  over  her  eyes  as  though  she  were  in 
pain. 

"  Herr  Freudenberg,"  she  repeated,  "  what  of  him? " 

"  I  knew  him  in  the  days  when  I  counted  for  some- 
thing in  the  world,"  Julien  explained.  "Don't  you 
remember  that  on  the  night  when  we  dined  together  at 
the  Maison  Leon  d'Or  he  sent  one  of  his  emissaries  for 
me?  He  was  a  man  in  whom  I  had  always  felt  the 
greatest,  the  most  complete  interest.  I  went  to  him 
gladly.  Since  then,  as  you  will  know  if  you  read  the 
papers,  events  have  moved  rapidly.  I  am  beginning 
to  realize  now  how  completely  and  absolutely  that  man 
is  the  enemy  of  my  country." 

**  It  is  true,  that,"  she  murmured. 

"For  some  reason,"  Julien  continued,  "he  seemed 
anxious  to  remove  me  from  Paris.  He  made  me  a  some- 
what singular  offer.  He  wanted  me  to  go  to  some  dis- 
tant country  on  a  mission  —  not  political  and  yet  for 
Germany." 

"  And  do  you  go?  " 

"No,"  he  replied,  "I  have  found  other  work.  I 
don't  think  that  I  seriously  considered  it  at  any  time, 
yet  I  have  always  been  curious  as  to  why  he  should 
have  made  such  an  offer  to  me." 

She  had  the  air  now  of  a  woman  who  had  completely 
recovered  control  of  herself. 

"  Sir  Julien,"  she  asked,  "  I  beg  of  you  to  tell  me 
this.  If  you  do  not  know  who  I  am,  why  have  you 
mentioned  Herr  Freudenberg's  name  to  me?  " 

"  Madame,"  Julien  answered,  "  because  the  man  who 
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brought  me  the  message  from  Herr  Freudenberg,  the 
man  who  conducted  me  to  him,  the  man  concerning  whom 
you  told  me  that  strange,  pathetic  little  story  —  he  let 
fall  one  word.  I  asked  him  no  question.  I  wished  for 
no  information  except  from  you.  Yet  I  am  only  human. 
I  have  had  impulses  of  curiositj." 

"Herr  Freudenberg  is  my  husband,"  Madame  Chris- 
tophor  declared. 

Julien  looked  at  her  in  amazement.  For  the  moment 
he  was  speechless. 

"I  say  what  is  perhaps  literally  but  not  actually 
true,"  she  went  on.  «  He  was  my  husband.  We  are 
separated.  We  are  not  divorced  because  we  were  mar- 
ried as  Roman  Catholics.  We  are  separated.  There 
will  never  be  anything  else  between  us." 

Julien  remained  silent.  It  was  so  hard  to  say  any- 
thmg.  The  woman's  tone  told  him  that  around  her 
speech  hovered  a  tragedy. 

"  Now  you  know  that  Herr  Freudenberg  is  my  hus- 
band," she  asked,  «  are  you  not  a  little  afraid  to  be 
sitting  here  by  my  side?  " 

"Why  should  I  be?" 

"Don't  you  know,"  she  continued,  « that  he  is  your 
enemy?  " 

Julien  looked  grave. 
^^  "No,  I  have  scarcely  realized  that,"  he  answered. 
"I  think,  perhaps,  when  he  reads  yesterday's  papers 
he  may  be  feeling  like  that.     At  present,  so  far  as 
he  knows,  what  have  I  done?" 

"  You,"  she  said,  "  were  the  only  man  who  ever  stood 
up  to  him,  who  ever  dealt  a  blow  at  his  political  su- 
premacy. At  the  Conference  of  Berlin  you  triumphed. 
German  papers  politely,  and  in  a  very  veiled  manner. 
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reminded  him  of  his  defeat.  It  was  not  a  great  matter, 
it  is  true,  but  none  the  less  the  Conference  of  Berlin  was 
the  first  diplomatic  faUure  in  which  he  had  ever  been 
concerned,  and  you  were  responsible  for  it.** 

"  You  think,  then,'*  Julien  remarked,  « that  he  still 
harbors  a  grudge  against  me  for  that?  " 

"Without  a  doubt.  Now  teU  me  what  you  mean 
when  you  speak  of  yesterday's  papers?  '* 

"  I  am  writing  a  series  of  articles,"  Julien  told  her. 
"  They  commenced  yesterday.  They  will  appear  in  a 
French  paper  — Z^  Grand  Journal  — said  in  the  Eng- 
lish Post.  They  are  written  with  the  sole  idea  of  attack- 
ing Herr  Freudenberg.  When  he  reads  the  first,  he 
will  understand  —  he  will  be  my  enemy.'* 

She  held  out  her  hand. 

"Then  say  good-bye  to  me  now,  my  friend,*'  she 
murmured,  "  for  you  will  die.** 

Julien  laughed  scornfully. 

«  w^^  ^°  "°*  ^^®  '"  *^°^®  ^*^*'"  ^^  reminded  her. 
•  We  fight  with  the  pen,  with  diplomacy,  with  aU  the 
weapons  of  statecraft  and  intrigue,  if  you  will.  But 
this  is  not  now  the  Paris  of  Dumas.  One  does  not 
assassinate." 

"My  friend,"  she  said  earnestly,  "you  do  not  know 
Herr  Freudenberg.  If  indeed  you  have  become  during 
these  last  few  days  his  enemy,  by  this  time  next  week 
you  will  surely  have  passed  into  some  other  sphere  of 
activity.  There  are  no  methods  too  primitive  for  him, 
no  methods  too  subtle  or  too  cruel.  He  can  be  the  most 
charming,  the  most  winning,  the  most  generous,  the  most 
romantic  person  who  ever  breathed;  or  he  can  be  a 
Nero,  a  cruel  and  brutal  butcher,  a  murderer  either  of 
reputations  or  bodies  — he  ca.vs  little  which." 
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"Presently,"  Julien  declared,  «I  shaU  begin  to  feel 
uncomfortable.** 

"Oh!  you  have  courage,  of  course,"  she  admitted, 
with  a  scornful  little  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  «  No  one 
has  ever  denied  that  to  your  race.  But  you  have  also 
the  unconquerable  stupidity  which  makes  heroes  and 
victims  of  your  soldiers.** 
Julien  smiled. 

"Well,  I  am  at  least  warned,  and  for  that  I  thank 
you.  Now  let  me  ask  you  another  question.  You  have 
told  me  this  very  strange  thing  about  yourself  and  Herr 
Freudenberg.  You  have  told  me  of  your  feelings  con- 
cerning him.  Yet  you  have  not  really  told  me  exactly 
on  ^-.mt  terms  you  are  with  him  at  present?  Forgive 
me  if  I  find  this  important.'* 

"  I  do  not  receive  him,"  she  replied.  « I  have  no 
mterest  m  his  comings  or  his  goings.  I  have  a  solemn 
promise,  a  promise  to  which  he  has  subscribed  upon  his 
honor,  that  he  shall  not  seek  to  cross  the  threshold  of 
my  house.  He  sent  me  an  ambassador  once  quite  lately 
to  make  me  a  certain  proposition  connected  with  you." 
"  With  me  ?  *'  Julien  repeated. 
She  nodded. 

"He  has  great  faith  in  my  powers,'*  she  went  on, 
looking  him  full  in  the  face,  "  also,  apparently,  some 
behef  m  your  susceptibility.  Is  that  unkind  of  me? 
^ever  mind,  it  is  the  truth.  He  imagined,  perhaps,  that 
I  might  help  him  to  rid  Paris  of  your  presence.  There 
was  just  one  thing  he  could  offer  me  which  I  desired. 
He  came  to  offer  it.*' 

"  You  refused?  "  Julien  exclaimed. 

Her   eyes    rested   upon    his.      Her   expression    was 
faintly  provocative. 
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"How  could  I  accept  an  offer,»»  ghe  asked,  « to  deal 
with  a  thing  which  did  not  belong  to  me?  You  have 
shown  no  signs  at  present,  Sir  Julien,  of  becominif  my 
abject  slave.*'  **     ^ 

.  The  car  rushed  through  a  straggling  viUage.  All 
the  tune  she  was  watching  him.  Then  she  threw  her- 
self  back  among  the  cushions  with  a  little  laugh. 

*i.*l^//t^  ?'  *?  ?*°'"  **"*  murmured,  «  I  had  a  fancy 
that  if  I  had  tried -weU,  that  perhaps  you  were  not 
so  different  from  other  men.  I  should  have  loathed  mv 
conquest,  I  should  probably  have  loathed  you,  but  I 
thmk  that  I  should  have  expected  it.  At  the  present 
moment,"  she  went  on,  glancing  into  a  little  gold  mirror 
which  she  had  picked  up  from  a  heap  of  trifles  lying 
on  the  table  before  her,  "at  the  present  moment  I  am 
disiUusioned.  My  vanity  is  wounded  though  my  relief 
18  great.  Nevertheless,  Sir  Julien,  tell  me  what  has  hap- 
pened to  you  during  the  last  few  days?  " 

"  Work,"  Julien  replied,  « the  sort  of  work  I  was 
craving  for." 

"Not  only  that,"  she  insisted,  setting  down  the  mirror 
with  a  sigh.     "  There  is  something  else." 

"If  there  is,"  Julien  assured  her,  "I  am  not  yet 
conscious  of  it." 

They  had  emerged  from  the  country  lane  along  which 
they  had  been  traveling  and  were  returning  now  to 
Pans  along  the  broad  highroad.  They  were  going  at 
a  fair  speed  when  suddenly  a  huge  racing  car  came 
flashmg  by  them,  covered  with  dust,  and  with  all  the 
indications  of  having  come  a  great  distance.  Madame 
Chnstophor  leaned  forward  in  her  seat  and  clutched  her 
companion's  arm.  Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  figure 
of  the  man  leaning  back  by  the  side  of  the  driver. 
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"You  see?"  she  muttered. 

«  Herr  Freudenberg!  "  Julien  gasped. 

ciofdVt:''  ^''^'  *'^ '" ''''  ^'-^^^  ^  a 

«  He  is  just  from  Germanj  or  from  the  frontier.  He 
very  seldom  comes  all  the  way  by  raU.  The  car  is 
always  waiting."  «"  « 

Already,  without  a  doubt,  he  knows.    Already  he  is 

my  enemy.     What  about  you.  Madame  Christophor?  " 

My  fnend,"  she  promised,  «  you  will  have  nothing 

0  fear  from  me.     So  long  as  I  can  forget  your  s«! 

I  rather  like  you."  *      ^  ' 

httle  gir    who  sent  me  to  you?"  he  asked. 

I  will  tell  you,  if  you  like,"  she  said.  « Made- 
moise  le  Senn  was  once  in  my  service.  She  occasionally 
executes  comm.ssic  v.  for  me  in  London.  She  knows 
everybody  It  was  in  obedience  to  my  wishes  that  she 
gave  you  that  message." 

yol  fntet"'  "  *""""  '^'"'"'"'-    "  ^^*  ^*--*  h-d 
"None,"  she  answered  a  little  coldly,  — « no  per- 

er«l  tha  the  individual  who  has  just  passed  us  in  the 
automobile^as  framing  certain  schemes  in  connect^n 

Idl  r.  ^°"  ^^f  ^  ^^-^  *o  Pa"s-  PoliticaUy  as 
well  as  personally  he  and  I  are  enemies.  He  hates 
America  and  the  whole  Anglo-Saxon  race.  It  luL 
amused  me  more  than  once  tc  thwart  his  scheml'l 
mtended  to  set  you  upon  your  guard.     You  see,  it  is 

he'dZot  .^^'^"•^-"^  Senn  wrote  me  at  fi";  fha 
«he  did  not  know  you  and  that  she  feared  you  were. 
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inaccessible.  Then  she  wired  me  of  an  accidental  meet- 
ing and  that  she  had  delivered  my  message.  The  whole 
affair  is  simpler  than  it  seeired,  is  it  not  so?  .  .  .  Now 
listen.  I  have  satisfied  your  curiosity.  You  now  shall 
answer  a  question.    Who  is  Miss  Clonarty?  " 

Julien  gazed  at  her  in  astonishment. 

"  Miss  Clonarty?  "  he  repeated. 

Madame  Christophor  nodded. 

**  The  name  seems  to  surprise  you.  A  young  Eng- 
lish woman  called  on  me  to-day  in  answer  to  my  adver- 
tisement for  a  secretary  who  could  write  and  speak 
En^ish.  She  said  that  her  name  was  Miss  Anne 
Clonarty  and  she  referred  me  to  you." 

"  If  she  is  the  lady  whom  I  suppose  she  is,*'  Julien 
replied,  "you  will  be  perfectly  safe  in  engaging  her." 

Madame  Christophor  looked  at  him  from  underneath 
the  lids  of  her  eyes. 

"  Do  you  think  that  I  do  not  know? "  she  asked, 
with  a  shade  of  contempt  in  her  tone,  — "  that  I  do 
not  sometimes  read  the  papers?  Do  you  think  that 
I  have  not  seen  that  Lady  Anne  Clonarty,  the  girl 
whom  you  were  engaged  to  marry,  disappeared  from 
her  home  the  other  day,  on  the  eve  of  her  marriage  to 
another  man?  It  is  this  girl  who  comes  to  me  for  my 
situation,  is  it  not  so?  " 

Julien  was  silent. 

"  I  knew  nothing  of  her  coming.  I  did  not  even  know 
that  you  wanted  a  secretary." 

"  I  wonder  why  she  came  to  Paris,"  Madame  Chris- 
tophor remarked.    "  Is  she  in  love  with  you?  " 

"  There  was  never  any  question  of  anything  of  the 
sort,"  Julien  declared  fervently. 

"You  have  seen  her  since  she  arrived  in  Paris?" 
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"  Entirely  by  accident.  I  saw  her  alight  from  the 
train.    I  was  at  the  Gare  du  Nord  to  meet  Kendricks." 

Madame  Christophor  leaned  back  in  her  seat. 

"  Is  it  your  wish  that  I  engage  her?  '* 

«Certainly,»»  Julien  replied.  "I  am  sure  that  you 
will  find  her  competent.  At  the  same  time,  I  don't 
know  how  long  she  will  keep  this  thing  up." 

"  As  a  rule  I  do  not  care  for  handsome  women  around 
me,"  Madame  Christophor  said  composedly.  "Lady 
Anne  is  much  too  good-looking  to  please  me.  She  has 
cH  the  freshness  and  vitality,"  she  added,  dropping  her 
voice  a  little,  «  which  seem  to  have  left  me  forever." 

"  You  have  experience,"  Julien  reminded  her.  «  Ex- 
perience in  itself  is  wonderful,  even  though  one  has 
to  pay  for  it." 

They  were  in  the  streets  of  Paris  now.  Madame 
Christophor  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  sat  up. 

"  It  is  one  of  the  misfortunes  of  my  sex,"  she  said, 
a  little  bitterly,  «  that  without  experience  we  lack  charm 
—  in  the  eyes  of  you  men,  that  is  to  say.  It  is  your 
own  foUy.  ...  Are  you  coming  home  with  me,  my 
friend,  or  shall  I  set  you  down  somewhere?  " 

"As  near  the  Gare  du  Nord  as  possible,  if  you 
please,"  Julien  begged.  "  I  have  wearied  you  enough 
for  one  afternoon." 

Madame  Christophor  looked  at  him  thoughtfully. 
There  was  a  slight  frown  upon  her  forehead. 

"  Somewhere  near  the  Gare  du  Nord !  "  she  repeated. 
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CHAPTER   V 


THE    FIKST   ABTICLE 


JruEN  found  Lady  Anne  in  a  small,  stuffy  npart- 
ment  on  the  third  floor  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  St. 
Antoine.  Before  her  was  a  sewing-machine,  and  the 
floor  of  the  room  was  littered  with  oddments  of  black 
calico.  She  herself  was  seated  apparently  deep  in 
thought  before  an  untrimmed  hat. 

"  What  on  earth,  my  dear  Anne,"  he  exclaimed,  "  arc 
you  doing?  '* 

She  merely  glanced  up  at  his  entrance.  Her  eyes 
were  still  far  away. 

"  Don't  interrupt,"  she  begged.  "  I  am  seeking  for 
an  inspiration.  In  my  younger  days  I  sd  to  trim 
hats.  I  don't  suppose  anything  I  coul<.  io  would  be 
of  any  use  here,  but  one  must  try  every i.iing." 

"  But  I  thought,"  he  protested,  "  that  you  were  going 
to  be  a  lady's  secretary,  or  something  of  that  sort?  " 

"  I  have  applied  for  a  situation,"  she  admitted.  "  I 
am  not  engaged  yet.  By  the  bye,  I  gave  your  name 
as  a  reference,  i  wonder  if  there  is  any  chance  for 
me." 

"  As  ..  matter  of  fact,"  he  told  her,  "  I  have  just 
left  the  lady  whose  advertisement  you  answered." 
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"Madame  Christophor?  " 
"Madame  Christopher.     If  you  are  really  anxiou. 
for   hat  post   I  can  assure  you  that  it  is  yo/r..^ 

of  t^n.  L  •       '"^•™^'^-     "I  don't  think  this  sort 

ar  s tonhor  half"''    T  "'  ""^     '^^"   "'^'  "  Madame 
Lhristophor  half  as  charmmg  as  she  looks?  " 

died   "3  !h""  ^'I  °",'^  "^  ^*'°'-*  *''»^'"  J"Ji«n  re- 

^  «  wu  .^         !*  certainly  a  very  wonderful  woman  " 

What  does  she  do,"  Lady  Anne  asked.  "  to  rZ;e 

a  secretary?  "  require 

ans.cred,  and  she  has  many  charities.  She  is  mar- 
ned,  but  separated  fro„,  her  husband.  I  tVnk^ 
the  wh„,c,  that  she  must  have  led  a  rather  unlp;; 

"I  think  it  is  very  extraordinary,'  ^dv  Anne  r^ 
~rk«),  "  that  she  should  be  willing^  taul  ^reW 
-ho  knows  nothing  „,  typewriting  or  shorthl^      ? 

Itd^eh'r  '«"°"'"'  '  "-  "■"  '■-  "'"n't  seen.  J 

«t„V»'hor  ''*■  '.""^  ''""  "'  ""^  '-■''^-"''ohine. 
Anne,    he  began,  ••  do  you  really  think  you  're  «,- 
mg  to  care  for  this  sort  of  thing?  »  J'  "  «  go 

;•  What  sort  of  thing?  "  she  demanded. 
»VDy,  hfe  on  your  own.     You  have  been  .n  ;„A. 
St  always  and  a  person  of  conscuIL^  y:  toow" 
What  It  means  to  be  a  servant?  » 

"  Not  yet,"  Lady  Anne  admitted     «  T  fhmlr   *i,       u 
*.t  it  is  ,„ite  time  I  did.    I  am  ralr  L:I:;"ng' f^f^' 

^^/l^^'^-     «<>»  'oo-^i  over  at 
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**  After  all/*  she  said,  **  I  am  not  sure,  Julien,  whether 
you  are  a  ,>ei-8on  of  much  understanding.  You  pro- 
posed to  m<  hot  mse  I  happened  to  be  the  sort  of  girl 
you  were  lookn.f  for.  My  connections  were  excellvnt 
and  my  a(    mui.  e,  I  suppose,  satisfactory,    "^on  never 


thought  of  iiu 
in  all  yo  I  'i^i . 
Anne  Clo  lai-ty 
to  receive 
bitions?     ^ 
idea  of  ik'  ,.'  a 
with  me,  1   Hon 


a'l 


n  yself,  me  as  an  independt...  ^lorson, 
^>o  you  believe  that  I  am  simply  Lady 
I.    reasonable  puppet,  a  walking  doll 
•MU7*8  gi'ests  and  further  his  social  ai  .- 
>':     .>u  i    that   I   have   the  slightest 
0111' n  of  my  own?     What's  wrong 
,   Julien,  that  you  should  take  me 
for  something  auio:    Ho?" 

*'  You  ac  ted  the  (»art,"  he  reminded  her. 
"  With  you,  yes !  "  she  replied  scornfully.  "  I  should 
like  to  knuw  how  much  you  encouraged  me  to  be  any- 
thing different.  A  sawdust  man  I  used  to  think  you. 
Oh,  we  matched  all  right!  I  am  not  denying  that. 
I  was  what  I  had  to  be.  I  sometimes  wonder  if  mis- 
fortune will  not  do  you  good.'* 

"  Misfortune  is  lending  you  a  tongue,  at  any  rate," 
he  retorted. 

"  As  yet,"  she  objected,  "  I  know  nothing  of  misfor- 
tune. The  impulse  which  led  me  to  chuck  things  was 
just  the  most  wonderful  thing  that  ever  came  to  mc  in 
life.  I  awoke  this  morning  feeling  like  a  freed  woman. 
I  sang  while  I  got  up.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  had 
never  seen  anything  so  beautiful  as  the  view  of  Paris 
from  my  poky  window.  And  I  got  up  without  a  maid, 
too,  Julien.  I  had  no  perfectly  equipped  bathroom  to 
wonder  into.  Not  much  luxury  about  these  rooms  of 
Janette's." 

He  glanced  at  her  admiringly. 
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"  You  certainly  look  as  though  the  hfo  agreed  with 
jou.  he  answered  «  Put  on  your  hat  and  come  out 
to  dinner.'* 

She  rose  to  her  feet  at  once. 

"  I  have  been  praying  for  that,»»  she  confessed.  «  You 

know,  Juhen,  I  should  starve  badly.    The  one  thing  I 

can't  get  nd  of  is  my  appetite.     You  don't  expect  me 

to  make  a  toilette,  because  I  can't  ?  " 

"Nothing  of  the  sort,**  he  assured  her.  "Come  as 
you  are." 

She  kept  him  waiting  barely  five  minutes.  She  was 
•till  wearing  her  smart  traveling  suit  and  the  little 
toque  which  she  had  worn  when  she  left  home  She 
walked  down  the  street  with  hun,  humming  gayly. 

"  Have  you  read  the  English  papers  this  morning, 

Julienr     sne  asked.  ® 

''  Not  thoroughly,"  he  admitted. 

"  Columns  about  me,"  she  declared  blithely      «  The 

general  idea  is  that  I  am  suffering  from  a  lapse  of 

memory.     They  have  found  traces  of  me  i,.  every  part 

of  T  ngland.    Not  a  word  about  Paris,  thank  goodness  •  " 

"But  do  you  mean  to  say  that  no  one  has  an  idea 

of  where  you  are?     Won't  your  mother  be   inxious?" 

Not  a  bit  of  it,"  Lady  Anne  laughed.     "  I  left 
note  for  her,  just  to  say  that  she  wasn't  to  worr^ 
She  knows  I  'U  take  care  of  myself    til  right      Juli  n 
don  t  you  love  these  streets  and  Iheir  crowds  of  people? 
Every  one  looks  as  though  they  were   on    v  holiday." 
So   they    are,"   Julien    replied.      "  Lil      is    only   a 
holiday  over  here.     In  England  wo  go    .bout  with  our 
ejes  fixed  upon  the  deadliest  thing  i,     ife  w    can  imagine 
Over  here,  depression  is  a  crime.     Tl.ev  call  into  tht- 
minds  the  most  joyous  thing  they  cai<  th.nk  of.    It  be- 
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comes  a  habit.    They  think  only  of  the  pleasantness  of 
life.    They  keep  their  troubles  buried  underneath." 

"  It  is  the  way  to  live,"  she  murmured. 

"This,  at  any  rate,"  he  answered,  leading  the  way 
into  Henry's  "is  the  place  at  which  to  dine.  Just 
fancy,  we  were  engaged  for  three  months  and  not  once 
did  I  dine  with  you  alone !  Now  we  are  not  engaged  and 
we  think  nothing  of  it." 

"  Less  than  nothing,"  she  agreed,  "  except  that  I  am 
frightfully  hungry." 

They  found  a  comfortable  table.  Julien  took  up  the 
menu  and  wrote  out  the  dinner  carefully. 

"In  this  country,"  he  said,  leaning  back,  "we  arc 
spared  the  barbarity  of  table  d'hote  dinners.  Therefore 
we  must  wait,  but  what  does  it  matter?  There  is  always 
something  to  talk  about." 

"I  am  glad  to  hetir  that  you  feel  like  that,  Julien. 
I  remember  sometimes  when  we  were  alone  together  in 
England,  we  seemed  to  find  it  a  trifle  difficult." 

"  Since  then,"  he  replied,  "  we  have  both  burst  the 
bonds  —  I  of  necessity,  you  of  choice." 

"  I  don't  believe,"  she  declared,  helping  herself  to  hors 
d'aeuvreSf  "  that  we  are  either  of  us  going  to  be  sorry 
for  it." 

"  One  can  never  tell.  So  far  as  you  are  concerned, 
I  haven't  got  over  the  wonder  of  it  yet.  You  never 
showed  me  so  much  of  the  woman  throughout  our  en- 
gagement as  you  have  shown  me  during  the  last  few 
days." 

"  My  dear  Julien,"  she  protested,  "  you  did  n't  know 
where  to  look  for  it.  Why  does  this  funny  little  man 
with  the  mutton-chop  whiskers  hover  around  our  table 
all  the  time?" 
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"He  is  distressed,"  Julien  explained,  "to  see  jou 

eating  so  much  bread  and  butter.     He  fears  that  you 

will  not  have  an  appetite  for  the  very  excellent  dinner 

which  I  have  ordered." 
"He  is  right,"  she  decided.     "Never  mind,  I  will 

leave  the  rolls  alone.     I  am  still,  I  can  assure  you, 

ravenous." 

She  leaned  back  and,  looking  out  into  the  room,  be- 
gan to  laugh.  People  who  passed  never  failed  to  notice 
her.  She  was  certainly  a  striking-looking  girl  and  she 
had,  above  all,  the  air. 

"Julien,"  she  cried,  "this  is  reallv  too  amusing' 
Did  you  see  who  went  by  just  then.?  It  was  Lord 
Athhngton  —  my  venerable  uncle  —  with  the  lady  with 
the  yellow  hair.  He  saw  you  here  with  me  — saw  us 
sitting  together  alone,  having  dinner  — me  unchaper- 
oned,  a  runaway!    Is  n*t  it  delicious?  " 

Julien  looked  after  Ins  companion's  elderly  relative 
with  a  smile. 

"  I  wonder,"  he  remarked,  « whether  your  uncle's 
magnificent  unconsciousness  is  due  to  defective  eyesight 
or  nerve?  " 

"Nerve,  without  a  doubt,"  she  insisted.  "We  all 
have  it.  Besides,  don't  you  see  he's  changed  their 
table  so  as  to  be  out  of  sight?  I  wonder  what  he  really 
thinks  of  me !  If  we  'd  belonged  even  to  the  reaUy  smart 
set  m  town,  it  would  n't  have  been  half  so  funny.  They 
do  so  many  things  that  seem  wrong  that  people  foreet 
to  be  shocked."  * 

"I  can  conceive,"  he  murmured,  " that  your  mother's 
ambitions  would  scarcely  lead  her  in  that  direction." 
Lady  Anne  shrugged  her  shoulders. 
"  I  don't  think  she  could  get  in  if  she  tried.     The 
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really  disreputable  people  in  Society  are  so  exclusive. 
1  wonder,  Julien,  if  I  shall  be  allowed  to  come  out  and 
dine  with  you  when  I  am  Madame  Christopher's 
secretary?" 

"  Once  a  week,  perhaps,"  he  suggested,  —  «  scarcely 
oftener,  I  am  afraid." 

"Ah!  weU,"  she  declared,  «I  shall  like  work,  I  am 
Convinced.  Julien,  you  are  spoiling  me.  I  am  sure 
this  is  a  cuisine  de  luxe.  I  told  you  to  take  me  to  a 
cheap  restaurant." 

"We  will  try  them  all  in  time,"  he  answered.  "J 
had  to  start  by  taking  you  to  my  favorite  place." 

**  You  really  mean,  then,"  she  asked,  "  that  you  are 
goiig  on  being  nice  to  me?  Of  course,  I  haven't  the 
slightest  claim  on  you.  I  suppose,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
I  treated  you  rather  badly,  did  n't  I?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  he  assured  her.  «  I  was  a  failure, 
that  was  all.  But  of  course  I  am  going  on  being  nice 
to  you.  There  are  n't  too  many  people  over  here  whom 
one  cares  to  be  with.  There  are  n't  very  many  just 
now,"  he  continued,  "  who  care  to  be  with  me.'* 

"  Idiotic!  "  she  replied.  «  Tell  me  about  this  work 
of  yours?" 

He  explained  Kendricks'  idea.    Her  eyes  glistened. 

"  It 's  really  splendid,"  she  declared.  «  How  I  should 
love  to  have  seen  your  first  article !  " 

"You  shall  read  it  afterwards,"  he  told  her.  "I 
have  a  copy  of  Le  Grand  Journal  in  my  overcoat 
pocket." 

She  beckoned  to  the  vestiaire. 

"I  will  not  wait  a  moment,"  she  insisted.  "I  shall 
read  it  while  dinner  is  being  served.  It's  a  glorious 
idea,  this,  to  fight  your  way  back  with  your  pen.    There 
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are  those  nowadays  who  tell  us,  you  know,  JuHen,  that 
there  is  more  to  be  done  through  the  Press  than  in 
Parliament.  Your  spoken  words  can  influence  only  a 
smaU  number  of  people.  What  you  write  the  world 
reads." 

She  explained  what  she  desired  to  the  veatiaire.  He 
reappeared  a  minute  or  two  later  with  the  newspaper. 
She  spread  it  out  before  her.  Julien  read  it  over  her 
shoulder.  He  himself  had  seen  it  before,  but  his  own 
eyes  were  the  brighter  as  he  reread  it.  When  she  had 
finished  she  said  very  little.  They  ate  the  first  course 
of  their  dinner  almost  in  silence.  Then  she  laid  her 
hand  suddenly  upon  his. 

"  Julien,  dear,"  she  said,  «  I  have  done  you  a  wrong. 
I  am  sorry." 

"  A  wrong?  "  he  repeated. 

She  looked  at  him  almost  humbly.  There  was  some- 
thing new  in  her  eyes,  something  new  in  her  expression. 

"I  am  afraid,"  she  continued,  "that  I  never  looked 
up.n  you  as  anything  more  than  the  ordinary  stereo- 
typed politician,  a  skilful  debater,  of  course,  and  with 

the   chessboard    brains    of   diplomacy.      This," she 

touched  the  newspaper  with  her  forefinger —  « this  is 
something  very  different." 

"Do  you  like  it,  then?" 

"  Like  it !  "  she  repeated  scornfully.  "  Can't  you  feel 
yourself  how  different  it  is  from  those  precise,  cynical 
little  speeches  of  yours?  It  is  as  though  a  smouldering 
bonfire  had  leapt  suddenly  into  flame.  There  is  genius 
m  every  line.  Go  on  writing  like  that,  Julien,  and  you 
will  soon  be  more  powerful  than  ever  you  were  in  the 
House  of  Commons." 

He  laughed.    It  was  absurd  to  admit  it,  but  nothing 
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had  pleased  him  so  much  since  the  coming  of  his  mis- 
fortune! She  was  thoughtful  for  some  time,  every  now 
and  then  glancing  back  at  the  newspaper.  Over  their 
coffee  she  broke  int*  a  little  reminiscent  laugh. 

"Did  I  tell  you  about  Mrs.  Carraby?"  she  asked. 
«  Mother  and  I  met  her  at  Wumbledon  House,  two  or 
three  days  after  her  husband's  appointment  had  been 
confirmed.  I  can  see  her  now  coming  towards  us. 
There  were  so  many  people  around  that  she  had  to  risk 
everything.  Oh,  it  was  a  great  moment  for  mother! 
She  never  troubled  even  to  raise  her  lorgnettes.  She 
never  attempted  any  of  that  glaring-through-you  sort 
of  business.  She  just  looked  up  at  Mrs.  Carraby's 
hand  and  looked  up  at  her  eyes  and  walked  by  without 
changing  a  muscle.  Of  course  I  did  the  same  —  very 
nearly  as  well,  too,  I  believe.  Cat !  " 
Julien  frowned  slightly. 

"  You  can  imagine,"  he  said,  « that  I  am  not  very 
keen  about  discussing  Mrs.  Carraby.  Yet,  after  all, 
her  husband  and  his  career  were,  I  suppose,  the  most 
important  things  in  life  to  her." 

"Then  she's  going  to  have  a  pretty  rocky  time," 
Lady  Anne  decided.  « I  don't  understand  much  about 
politics,  but  I  know  it's  no  use  putting  a  tradesman 
into  the  Foreign  Office.  He  's  wobbly  already,  and  as 
for  Mrs.  Carraby  —  well,  I  don't  know  if  she  ever  went 
on  with  you  like  it,  Julien,  but  you  remember  Bob 
Sutherland  —  the  one  in  the  Guards,  I  mean?  — well, 
she  's  going  an  awful  pace  with  him." 

"  I  think,"  he  declared,  "  that  Mrs.  Carraby  can  take 
care  of  herself." 

"  Perhaps,"  Lady  Anne  replied,  looking  thoughtfully 
at  her  cigarette.     "  You  see,  the  woman  knows  in  her 
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heart  tl»t  she  's  impossible.  She  copies  all  our  bad 
tncks.  She  see«  that  we  all  flirt  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  she  tries  to  outdo  us.  It 's  the  old  story.  What 
one  person  can  do  with  impunity,  another  makes  an 
awful  hiwh  of  We  can  go  to  the  very  gates  because 
when  we  get  there  we  know  how  to  shrug  our  shoulders 
and  turn  away.  I  am  not  sure  that  Mrs.  Carraby  has 
breeding  enough  for  that.  She'll  go  through,  if  Bob 
has  his  way." 

"You  are  becoming  rather  an  advanced  young  per- 
son,   Julien  remarked,  as  he  paid  the  bill 

"My  dear  Julien,"  she  said,  "I've  told  you  before 
that  you  never  knew  me.  If  you  had  appreciated  me 
as  I  deserved,  when  you  came  that  cropper  you 
wouldn't  have  called  on  me  to  say  good-bye.  You'd 
have  left  that  red-headed  friend  of  yours  at  home  and 
told  me  that  the  empty  place  in  the  taxicab  was 
mine. 

He  laughed  and  then  suddenly  became  grave. 
Supposing  I  had?  "  he  whispered. 

She  looked  at  him,  startled.  In  that  moment  he 
seemed  to  see  a  new  thing  in  her  face,  a  new  and 
marvelous  softness.  It  passed  like  a  flash  —  so  swiftly 
that  ,t  left  him  wondering  whether  it  was  not  indeed 
a  trick  of  his  imagination. 

"  Absurd !  "  she  murmured.    «  TeU  me,  what  is  there 
we  can  do  now?    Must  I  go  home?  " 
f.l^"f  *h^ /contrary,"  he  declared,  "you  are  engaged 

"  I  mind  nothing,'*  she  assured  him.     «  Let  us  take 
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They  clambered  into  a  little  voiture,  and  with  a 
hoarse  shout  and  a  crack  of  the  whip  from  the  cocker, 
they  started  off.  Lady  Anne  leaned  back  with  an  ex- 
clamation of  content. 

"  If  only  it  were  n't  so  theatrical !  "  she  sighed.  «  The 
streets  seem  so  clean  and  the  buildings  so  white  and  the 
sky  so  blue  and  the  people  so  gay.  Yet  I  suppose  the 
bitterness  of  life  is  here  as  in  the  other  places.  Why  do 
you  want  to  call  at  your  rooms,  Julien?  " 

"  There  is  just  a  chance,"  he  explained,  "  that  there 
may  be  a  telegram  from  Kendricks.  I  want  to  know 
what  they  think  of  my  article.'* 

She  laughed  scornfully. 

"  I  can  tell  you  that.  There  is  only  one  thing  they 
can  think.  How  these  people  will  hate  you  who  are 
trying  to  make  mischief  between  France  and  England ! " 

Julien  smiled  grimly. 

"  I  should  n't  be  surprised,"  he  adinitted.  « It  may 
come  to  a  tussle  between  us  yet." 

They  pulled  up  before  the  door  of  his  rooms.  She, 
too,  alighted. 

"I  want  to  see  what  your  quarters  are  like,"  she 
said  cahnly.    "  I  may  come  up,  may  n't  I?  " 

"  By  all  means,"  he  assented. 

She  followed  him  up  the  dark  stairs  and  into  his 
room.  He  turned  on  the  lights.  She  looked  around 
at  his  little  salon,  with  its  French  furniture,  its  open 
windows  with  the  lime  trees  only  a  few  feet  away, 
and  threw  herself  into  an  easy-chair  with  a  sigh  of 
content. 

"  Julien,  how  delightful !  "  she  exclaimed.  « Is  there 
anything  for  you?" 

He  walked  to  the  mantelpiece.    There  was  a  telegram 


■m^^ 
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and  a  note  for  hijn.    The  former  he  tore  open  and  hi. 
eyes  sparkled  as  he  read  it  aloud. 

Magnificent    Be  careful.    Am  coming  over  at  once. 

Ki:n.ducks. 

He  passed  it  on  to  her.     Then  he  opened  the  note. 
I  am  coming  to  your  rooms  for  my  answer  to-night. 

Cahl  Fmuobnbcro. 

^^.^^\!^  ^^  'fd  it  there  was  a  knocking  at  the  door. 
She  looked  up  doubtfully. 

"Who  is  that?" 

"It  may  be  the  man  who  writes  me  here,"  he  told  her. 

Joh  7VJ}1  *°  ^''  ^'''  *"^  P'^^"*^^  *°  the  door 
wh,ch  dmded  the  apartments.     He  nodded  and  she 

passed  through  mto  the  inner  room.     Julien  went  to 

Jierr  Freudenberg  who  stood  there. 
"  Come  in,"  he  invited. 
Herr  Freudenberg  removed  his  hat  and  entered. 


CHAPTER  VI 


VALKENBERO    FAILS 

Um  Fbeudenberg  was  dressed  for  the  evening  with 
his  usual  fastidious  neatness.  He  had  the  air  of  a  man 
who  had  been  engaged  for  many  nights  in  some  arduous 
occupation.  There  were  dark  rims  under  his  eyes,  the 
lines  upon  his  forehead  were  deeper.  Nevertheless,  he 
smiled  with  something  of  his  old  gayety  as  he  accepted 
the  chair  which  Julien  placed  for  him. 

"  My  dear  Sir  Julien,"  he  said,  «  I  have  come  a  good 
many  hundred  miles  at  a  most  inconvenient  moment  for 
the  sake  of  a  brief  conversation  with  you." 
Julien  raised  his  eyebrows. 

"  You  surprise  me !  »  he  exclaimed.    « I  had  no  idea 
that  the  mission  you  spoke  of  was  so  urgent." 

"  Nor  is  it,"  Herr  Freudenberg  replied.  "  As  a  mat 
ter  of  fact,  it  scarcely  exists  at  all,  or  if  it  did  exist,  it 
was  created  simply  as  a  means  of  removing  you  from 
within  the  reach  of  practicrj  politics  for  some  months. 
I  have  foresight,  you  see,  Sir  Julien.  I  saw  what  was 
coming.  Permit  me  to  tell  you  that  I  do  not  '-ke  your 
letter  in  Le  Grand  Journal  yesterday,  a  lette  hich  I 
understand  appeared  also  in  the  London  Post. 

"  I  ain  sorry,"  Julien  said  calmly.     «  Still,  to  be  per- 
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fectly  frank,  it  wu  n't  written  with  a  view  of  pleasinir 
or  displeasing  you.  It  was  written  in  a  strenuous  at- 
tempt to  preserve  the  friendship  between  France  and 
England.*' 

"  It  is  to  be  foUowed,  I  presume,  by  others? »»  Herr 
Freudenberg  asked. 

"It  is  the  first  of  a  series,"  Julien  admitted. 
You  know,"  Herr  Freudenberg  remarked,  glancing 
at  his  finger-nails  for  a  moment,  « that  it  is  most  dia- 
boucally  clever?  " 

"  You  flatter  me,"  Julien  murmured. 

"Not  at  aU.  I  have  spoken  the  truth.  I  am  here 
to  know  what  price  you  will  take  to  suppress  the  re- 
mainoj;.  of  the  series." 

Julien  considered. 

"I  will  teke,"  he  replied,  "the  exact  amount  of  the 
last  war  mdemnity  which  was  paid  to  you  by  France." 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled. 

"A  mere  trifle  to  the  war  indemnity  we  shaU  be 
asking  from  England  before  very  long." 

"I  am  not  avaricious,"  Julien  declared.  "Those 
are  my  terms." 

Herr  Freudenberg  sighed. 

♦  il^^  f"!"^"*'"  ^^  '*'^'  "^*  ^°"^<^  ^  better  if  you 
talked  of  this  matter  reasonably.  There  are  other 
ways  of  securing  the  non-continuance  of  those  letters 
than  by  purchase." 

"  Precisely,"  Julien  answered,  « but  Paris,  in  its 
beaten   thoroughfares,  at   any   rate,   is   a   law-abiding 

here  »  ^"^"^  *^**  ^  '^*"  ""^"^  *°  ""^^  «''«^ 

"  A  brave  man,"  Herr  Freudenberg  remarked,  «  sel- 
dom believes  that  he  will  come  to  grief." 
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"  If  the  blow  falls,  nevertheless,  it  is  at  least  con- 
siderate of  you  that  you  bring  me  warning! '» 

"Rubbish!"  Herr  Freudenberg  interposed.  "Lis- 
ten, Sir  Julien,  I  ask  you  to  consider  this  matter  as  a 
reasonable  person.  We  don't  want  war.  We  don't 
mean  to  have  war.  But  the  desire  of  my  Ministers  ~ 
my  own  desire  —  really  is  to  inflict  a  crushing  diplo- 
matic humiliation  upon  the  present  Government  of  Great 
Britain.  It  is  composed  of  incompetent  and  objection- 
able persons.  We  desire  to  humUiate  them.  Yet  who 
is  it  that  we  find  taking  up  the  cudgels  on  their  behalf? 
You  — the  man  whom  they  drove  out,  the  man  whom 
from  sheer  jealousy  they  ousted  from  their  ranks.  Why, 
you  should  be  with  us,  not  against  us.*» 

"I  have  no  grudge  whatever  against  my  party," 
Julien  said.  "You  seem  to  have  been  misinformed 
upon  that  subject  Besides,  I  am  an  Englishman  and 
a  patriot.  The  whole  series  of  my  articles  will  be 
written,  and  I  shall  do  my  best  to  point  out  exactly  the 
means  by  which  this  present  coolness  between  our  two 
countries  has  been  engineered.'* 

"I  will  give  you,"  Herr  Freudenberg  offered,  "a 
million  francs  not  to  write  those  articles." 

Julien  pointed  to  the  door. 

*'  You  are  becoming  offensive !  " 

Herr  Freudenberg  rose  slowly  to  his  feet.  There 
was  a  little  glitter  in  his  eyes. 

"  I  have  gone  out  of  my  way,"  he  declared,  « to  be 
friendly  with  you,  most  obstinate  of  Englishmen.  That 
now  is  finished.     You  shall  not  write  those  articles." 

"  You  threaten  me?  '* 

"I  do!" 

"  There  are  times,"  Julien  remarked  quietly,  "  when 
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I  scarcely  know  wlicther  to  take  you  seriously.  There  is 
surely  a  little  of  the  burlesque  about  such  a  statement?  ** 
Herr  Freudenberg  shrugged  his  shoulders  slightly. 
"You  think  so?  Nevertheless,  no  man  whom  I  have 
ever  threatened  has  done  the  thing  against  which  I 
have  warned  him." 

Julien  turned  towards  the  door  to  open  it.  Herr 
Freudenberg,  with  footsteps  like  a  cat,  came  up  behind 
him.  Suddenly  he  threw  his  long,  sinewy  arm  around 
the  other's  neck.  Taken  utterly  unprepared,  Julien 
was  powerless.  Herr  Freudenberg  swung  him  round 
upon  his  back  and  knelt  upon  his  chest. 

"This,"  he  said  calmly,  "distresses  me  extremely. 
Yet  what  am  I  to  do?  " 

He  whistled  softly.  The  door  was  opened.  Estermen 
came  m  with  suspicious  alacrity.  There  was  scarcely 
any  need  of  words.  In  a  moment  JuHen's  legs  and 
arms  were  bound  and  a  gag  thrust  between  his  teeth. 
Herr  Freudenberg  moved  before  the  door  and  listened. 
"  Estermen  has  reported  to  me,"  he  remarked,  "  that 
you  keep  no  manservant.  Any  intrusion  here,  therefore, 
IS  scarcely  to  be  feared.    You  will  permit  me?  " 

He  took  one  of  the  tumblers  from  the  tray,  rinsed 
It  out  with  soda-water,  and  poured  the  contents  of  a 
small  phial  into  it.  Then  he  came  and  stood  over 
Julien. 

"My  obstinate  Englishman,"  he  proceeded,  "this 
tumbler  contains  the  waters  of  forgetfubess.  Let  me 
assure  you  upon  my  honor  that  the  liquid  is  harmless. 
Its  one  effect  is  to  reduce  those  who  take  it  to  such 
a  state  that  for  the  space  of  a  week  or  two  their  mental 
faculties  are  impaired.  You  will  drink  this  in  a  few 
nunutes.     You  will  awake  feeling  weak,  languid,  indis- 
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pogcd  for  exercise,  incapable  of  mental  effort.  The 
doctor  wiU  prescribe  a  tonic,  you  will  go  away,  but  it 
wiU  be  months  before  you  are  able  to  set  yourself  to 
any  task  requiring  the  full  use  of  your  faculties.  At 
the  end  of  that  time,  I  trust  that  you  wUl  have  found 
wiidom.     Will  you  swallow  the  draught?" 

si  h^'*"  '^"^^  *""  ^****  violently.    Herr  Freudenberg 

"  I  was  hoping,"  he  continued,  « that  you  would  not 
force  me  to  mention  the  alternative.  I  should  dislike 
exceedmgly  having  to  inflict  any  more  lasting  injury 
upon  you,  but  you  stand  in  my  path  and  I  permit  no 
one  to  do  that.  Drink,  and  in  a  month  or  two  all  will 
be  as  ,t  IS  now.  Refuse,  and  I  shall  leave  Estermcn  to 
deal  with  you,  and  let  me  warn  you  that  his  methods 
are  not  so  gentie  as  mine.  More  men  than  one  who  have 
been  foohsh  have  disappeared  in  Paris." 

"If  you  move  a  step  this  way,"  a 'calm  voice  said 
from  the  other  end  of  the  room,  «  I  shall  shoot  " 

Herr  Freudenberg  turned  his  head.  Estermen,  whose 
nerves  were  less  under  control,  gave  a  little  cry.  Lady 
Anne  was  standing  upon  the  threshold  of  the  doorway 
between  the  two  rooms,  and  in  her  very  steady  hand 
was  grasped  a  smaU  revolver.  The  two  men  were 
speechless. 

"It  has  taken  me  some  time  to  find  this,"  Lady  Anne 
went  on,  «  and  longer  still  to  find  the  cartridges.  I  do 
not  understand  in  the  least  what  has  happened,  but  I 
am  perfectly  serious  when  I  tell  you  that  I  shall  shoot 
either  of  you  two  if  you  move  a  step  towards  me." 

T    J  *T  ^^^''^^''^^g  looked  into  the  revolver,  looked  at 
Lady  Anne  and  made  her  a  little  bow. 

«  Mademoiselle,"  he  said,  «  who  you  may  be  I  do  not, 
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'^"*' .^!r;i.  ^''■/"'''"'  ^°'''^''*  '*  •"^**'«l  to  be  con- 
gratulated  that  he  poMewo,  already  go  charming  and 
courageous  a  friend  with  the  entree  to  his  bedroom." 

TK^^ii"^"!  *,^  f^  "'"**'^"''  «  ^'"^  «^he.  and  fired. 
The  bullet  struck  the  wall  barely  a  foot  over  Herr 

"  I  do  not  like  impertinence,"  sh,  remarked.  «« If  tqu 
have  any  more  such  speeches  to  make  —  » 

♦•Mademoiselle,  I  have  none/'  Herr  Freudenberg  in- 
terrupted,  bowmg.  «  Allow  „,e,  on  the  contrary,  to  fffer 
>ou  my  apologies  and  t..  express  my  admiration  for 
your  bearmg.  I  must,  alas !  acknowledge  rr vsol f,  for  the 
moment,  vanqu.sl^d  I  shall  k-av.  you  to'  release  our 
Hear  fnend.  Sir  Julien.     Bu^  if  ,ou  «.«  wise,  made- 

hTf     *^;!  T  ^"^  ''^"^  ^'^  ^'•''  "^'  ^""  -i»  advise 
him  to  obey  the  mjunction  which  I  have  sought  to  lay 

7Z.  :t"^'     f  J'*"^  '"'''  ^^'  *»»»  -Wch  goes 

wrong,  ,s  nothmg.     I  have  u  dozen  means  of  enforcing 
my  words,  not  one  of  which  has  ever  failed  » 

.„l"  {  ^l  "°*  J""""^  ''*'°  ^°"  "^'"  I-^dy  Anne  said 

Sir  Juhen   but  I  am  perfectly  certain  of  one  thing.    He 
wiU  do  what  ,s  right  and  what  he  conceives  to  be  "l 

Herr  Freudenberg  bowed  low.  Estermen,  who  had 
been  glancmg  more  than  once  uneasily  towards  the  re- 
volver, was  already  at  the  door. 

"  Mademoiselle  "  Herr  Freudenberg  declared,  «  brav- 
ery IS  a  splendid  gift,  discretion  a  finer.     Sir  Julien 
knows  who  I  am  and  he  knows  that  I  have  yet  to  admit 
"l^sel    vanquished  in  any  scheme  in  which  I  ^nga^ 
He  will  use  his  judgment.     Meanwhile,  mademoiseUe!^* 


■.•  >•"'■■■■■.' 


IJTt' 


twj' 


aso  THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 

He  bowed  low,  turned  and  left  the  room.  Lady  Anne 
listened  to  his  retreating  footsteps.  Then  she  crossed 
the  room  quickly  and  bent  over  Julien. 

"  Are  you  hurt?  »  she  asked  breathlessly. 

He  shook  his  head.  She  fumbled  for  a  few  minutes 
with  the  gag  and  removed  it. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  he  assured  her.  «  Don't  put  the  re- 
volver down  yet,  but  fetch  me  a  knife.  You  '11  find  one 
on  the  mantelpiece  in  the  bedjoom." 

She  did  as  he  told  her.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was 
free.    He  stood  up,  gasping. 

«  "T^e  bellow  came  up  behind  me,"  he  explained, 
«  while  I  was  walking  to  the  door.  Anne,  what  a  brick 
you  are ! " 

He  held  out  his  hand.    She  took  it,  laughing  frankly. 

"  My  dear  Julien,"  she  exclaimed,  «  what  else  could 
any  one  do?  I  heard  the  row  and,  —  shaU  I  admit  it? 
—  peeped  through  the  keyhole.  I  couldn't  see  any- 
thing, so  I  opened  the  door  softly  and  heard  something 
of  what  was  going  on.  This  old  revolver  was  lying  on 
your  dressing-table,  but  I  had  an  awful  hunt  for  the 
cartridges.    Whoever  were  those  men?  " 

Julien  smiled. 

"  When  I  tell  you,"  he  said,  « you  will  think  that 
I  am  mad.  Yet  this  is  the  truth.  The  man  with  whom 
you  talked  was  Prince  von  Falkenberg." 

"What,  the  Grerman  Minister?" 
Julien  nodded. 

"It  seems  incredible,  doesn't  it?  Falkenberg  is  a 
man  possessed  of  one  idea  —  to  upset  the  relations  be- 
tween France  and  England.  For  that  purpose  he  has 
been  paying  secret  visits  to  Paris  for  the  last  year. 
He  has  corrupted  the  Press  here.    He  has  wormed  liis 
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way  into  the  confidence  of  one  or  two  of  the  Ministers. 
The  thmg  is  a  perfect  mania  with  him.    He  has  taken 
It  mto  his  head  that  the  articles  which  Kendricks  has 
made  me  promise  to  write,  and  the  first  one  of  which 
appeared  m  Le  Grand  Journal  yesterday  —  the  one  you 
read  at  dinner-time  —  are  going  to  be  exploited  as  an 
exposure  of  his  methods.     For  that  reason  he  came 
ostensibly  to  confirm  an  offer  which  he  made  me  some 
tune  ago.    When  I  refused,  he  offered  me  a  large  sum 
of  money  — anything  to  get  rid  of  me  and  to  stop  my 
writing  these  articles.    Of  course  I  declined,  and  there 
you  are." 

Lady  Anne  began  to  laugh  once  more. 
"  Weiy'  she  said,  « I  suppose  I  'm  not  dreaming.    It 
somids  bke  a  page  out  of  an  opera-bouffe.    That  man 
who  was  here,  whom  I  threatened  to  shoot,  was  reafly 
Prince  Falkenberg?  '* 

"  There  's  no  doubt  whatever  about  it,"  Julien  as- 
sured her.  "The  very  first  night  I  was  in  Paris  he 
sent  for  me.  Anne,"  he  went  on,  turning  once  more 
towards  her,  «I  haven't  thanked  you  half  enough. 
What  a  nerve  you  have!    You  were  splendid!  » 

"Don't  talk  rubbish,  Julien,"  she  protested.  "The 
stroke  of  luck  was  that  I  happened  to  be  there.  It  must 
have  been  quite  a  surprise  for  him  to  see  an  apparently 
respectable  young  woman  step  out  of  your  bedroom. 
I  am  mchned  to  fear,  Julien,  that  I  am  compromised. 
Anyhow,  mother  would  say  so !  " 

"Between  ourselves,"  Julien  remarked,  "I  don't 
think  that  Falkenberg  wUI  mention  the  occu -rence.  Just 
wait  while  I  put  on  another  collar  and  we  '11  go  to  that 
music-hall."  ® 

She  glanced  at  the  clock. 
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**  I  think  you  shall  take  me  home  instead." 

He  looked  at  her  quickly. 

"  This  affair  has  upset  you !  ** 

"  ^yj^"  J"J»«"'"  «he  said  dryly,  «  what  an  absurd 
Idea!  Of  course  I  am  quite  used  to  these  little  affairs, 
to  seemg  you  lie  bound  and  gagged,  and  pointing  a  re- 
volver at  that  unpleasant-looking  Prince,  with  a  horrible 
fear  mside  me  aU  the  time  that  if  I  did  aim  at  anything 
I  should  n»t  hit  it!  Nevertheless,  I  think  I  'U  go  home 
if  you  don't  mind."  ' 

They  descended  the  stairs  and  he  called  a  little 
voiture. 

**  I  suppose  it  would  sound  silly,"  he  ventured,  after 
a  tune,  « if  I  said  anything  more  about  thanking  you?  '♦ 

"  Ridiculous !  "  she  replied.  «  But  what  are  you  go- 
ing to  do?    Are  you  going  to  the  police?  " 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  I  think  that  Herr  Freudenberg,  as  he  calls  himself, 
would  be  too  clever  for  me  if  I  tried  anything  of  that 
sort.  You  see,  I  have  put  this  revolver  into  my  pocket. 
I  am  going  to  avoid  the  lonely  places,  and  have  Ken- 
dricks  with  me  as  much  as  possible." 

She  nodded. 

"  Take  care  of  yourself,"  she  advised,  in  a  matter- 
of-fact  tone,  as  they  turned  into  the  street  where  Made- 
moiseUe  Rignaut  lived.  « I  don't  want  to  hear  of  any 
tragedies." 

"  When  shall  I  sc  you  again?  "  Julien  asked. 

"It  depends  upoh  what  reply  I  get  from  Madame 
Chnstophor,"  she  answered.  «  She  may  want  me  at 
once,  and  I  don't  know  yet  whether  I  '11  get  an  evening 
out  or  not!  I  shaU  have  to  leave  you  to  discover  that. 
Good  night ! " 
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She    vanished    within    the    dark    doorway.      JuHen 
stuped  back  into  the  carriage  more  than  a  little  puz- 

f\i  7k°  .  ^'  ^'^  ^''''y'  «^"«J  *h«  prototype 
of  aiJ  that  was  serene  and  matter-of-fact.  To-night 
he  had  found  her  unrecognizable.    There  was  something, 

m  her  voice,  that  bewildered  him.  As  he  drove  back  to 
L'3;-Jk7"^^  the  lighted  streets,  it  was  strange 
that  notwithstanding  the  exciting  adventure  through 
which  he  had  passed,  his  thoughts  were  chiefly  con- 
cemed  with  the  problem  of  this  unfamOiar  Lady  Anne' 
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LADY   ANNE    DECUNEg 

"  My  dear  Julien ! » 

The  Duchess  was  very  impressive  indeed.  Prom  the 
depths  of  an  easy-chair  in  her  sitting-room  at  the  Ritz 
Hotel  she  held  out  both  her  hands,  and  in  her  eyes  was 
that  peculiar  strained  look  which  Julien  had  only  been 
privileged  to  observe  once  or  twice  in  his  life.  It  indi- 
cated, or  rather  it  was  the  Duchess's  substitute  for, 
emotion.  Julien  at  once  perceived,  therefore,  that  this 
was  an  occasion. 

First  of  all,"  she  went  on,  motioning  him  to  a  chair, 
"first  of  all,  before  I  say  a  single  word  about  this 
strange  thing  which  has  brought  me  to  Paris,  let  me 
congratulate  you.  I  always  knew,  dear  Julien,  that  you 
would  do  something,  that  you  would  not  allow  yourself 
to  be  altogether  crushed  by  the  machinations  of  that 
hateful  woman." 

"  Really,"  Julien  began,  «*  I  am  not  quite  sure » 

^^  "I  mean  your  letters,  of  course,"  she  interrupted. 
"The  Duke,  when  he  finished  tho  first  one,  said  only 
one  thing  — 'Wonderful!'  That  is  just  how  we  all 
feel  about  them,  Julien.  I  met  Lord  Cardington  only 
a  few  hours  before  I  left  London,  and  he  was  absolutely 
enthusiastic.     *If  one  thing,-  he  said,  *  will  save  the 

2M 
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country,  it  is  this  splendid  attack  upon  the  new  diplo- 
macy !'  —  as  you  so  cleverly  called  it.  The  Duke  tells 
me  that  that  first  article  of  yours  is  to  be  printed  as 
a  leaflet  and  distributed  throughout  the  country.** 

«I  am  very  glad,"  Julien  said,  "to  hear  all  this. 
TeU  me,  what  brings  you  to  Paris?  Is  the  Duke  with 
you?  " 

The  Duchess  smiled  at  him  reproachfully. 

"  You  ask  me  what  brings  me  to  Paris,  Julien?  Come, 
come!  You  and  I  must  n't  begin  like  that.  I  want  you 
to  tell  me  at  once  where  she  is." 

"Where  who  is?" 

"  Anne,  of  course!  Please  don't  play  with  me.  Con- 
sider what  a  terrible  time  we  have  all  been  through." 

Julien  did  not  at  once  reply.  His  very  hesitation 
seemed  to  afford  the  Duchess  a  lively  satisfaction. 

"  There !  "  she  declared.  «  You  are  not  going  to  pre- 
tend, then,  that  you  don't  know?  That  is  excellent 
Julien,  tell  me  at  once  where  to  find  her.  Take  me  to 
her.'* 

'♦  I  am  afraid  I  can't  do  that,"  Julien  objected. 

"My  dear  — my  dear  Julien!"  the  Duchess  pro- 
tested. "This  is  all  so  foolish.  Why  should  there 
be  any  mystery  about  Anne's  whereabouts?  I  am  not 
angry.  I  ought  to  be,  perhaps,  but  you  see  I  have 
guessed  my  dear  girl's  secret.  I  've  felt  for  her  terribly 
durmg  the  last  few  weeks,  but  it  was  so  hard  to  know 
what  to  do.  It  seemed  shocking  at  the  time,  but  perhaps, 
after  all,  the  course  which  she  adopted  was  the  wisest." 

"I^am  very  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  taking  it  like 
that,"  Julien  remarked,  «  and  I  am  sure  Anne  will  be. 
I  thmk  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  to  go  and  see  her 
and  tell  her  that  you  are  here  —  " 
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"  She  does  not  know,  then?  "  the  Duchess  interrupted 
Why,  of  course  not,"  Julien  replied.  « I  received 
jour  note  early  this  morning  —  before  I  was  up,  in 
fact  — and  you  begged  me  so  earnestly  to  come  round 
at  once  that  I  came  straight  here  without  calline 
anywhere.**  * 

The  Duchess  coughed. 

"  Very  weU,  Julien,  I  will  leave  you  to  go  and  fetch 
Anne  whenever  you  like.  1  shall  await  you  here  im- 
patiently. TeU  me  how  it  was  that  you  both  managed 
to  deceive  us  so  completely?  ** 

Julien  shook  his  head. 

«I  haven*t  the  slightest  notion  what  you  mean." 

The  Duchess  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  For  my  part,'*  she  said,  « I  always  looked  upon 
dear  Anne  as  the  most  unemotional,  unsentimental  per- 
son. Naturally  I  thought  that  she  was  a  little  attracted 
towards  you,  but  on  the  other  hand  I  had  no  idea  that 
she  looked  upon  marriage  as  anything  but  a  reasonable 
and  n«;essary  part  of  life.  I  had  no  idea,  even,  that 
she  had  any  real  affection  for  you.*' 

"  Affection  for  me !  ** 

Julien  looked  up.  The  Duchess  was  regarding  him 
as  a  mother  might  look  at  a  naughty  child  whom  she 
intended  to  pardon. 

"  I  did  notice,"  she  continued,  « that  Anne  seemed 
very  silent  for  some  time  after  your  departure,  and 
there  was  a  curious  lack  of  enthusiasm  about  her  prep- 
arations for  the  wedding  with  Mr.  Samuel  Harbord. 
She  scarcely  looked,  even,  at  the  pearls  he  gave  her. 
You  know  that  I  found  them  on  the  floor  of  her  bed- 

T?.,^!^''^^^  ^^^  ^"""^  ^""^y-     Well,  well,  never  mind 
that,    the  Duchess  went  on.    «  When  I  got  her  hurried 
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note  «.d  understood  the  whole  affair,  I  must  say  that 
on  the  whole  ,t  was  a  relief  to  me.  Dear  Anne  ^  she 
J.  only  hke  what  I  was  at  her  age.  before  I  married  the 

I  should  be  very  happy"  Julie„  declared,  "to 
understand  m  the  least  what  you  are  talking  abojt." 

The  Duchess  stared  at  him. 

"My  good  man,"  she  cried,  "  my  own  daughter  runs 
away  on  the  eve  of  her  marriagef  throws  airL'tv 
mto  a  commotion,  comes  to  Paris  to  join  the  man  whom 

t  rr  .'°'7y°"-you,   Julien-and   then   you 
affect  to  misunderstand !  "  ^ 

Julien  was  speechless  for  several  moments.  He  was 
conscious  of  a  little  wavp  nf  q*^„«  /• 

.olio  „*  *k   I.  L  1    -x! .  strange  emotion.     The 

walls  of  the  hotel  sitting-room  fell  away.    He  was  stand 
jng  on  the  edge  of  the  wood  behind  L  shrrbber;  o 
laurels.    The  smell  of  the  country  gardens,  the  distent 
music    the  delicious  stillness,  the  queer,  t;oubled  iLk 

llnT\TL  7  '"^^'"^y  ''"•^'^^"^d  breath,  that 
moment  which  had  passed  so  soon!     It  came  bick  to 

"brSii;  zr-  '-'^'  *^-  ^-  --<^« 

"  My  dear  Duchess,"  he  said  slowly,  "  you  are  labor 
•ng  under  some  extraordinary  mistake.     Anne  and  I 
wore  very  good  friends  and  I  think  that  we  should  have 

was  nrtu'rrK    I  ^"""'7''^  ^°"P'"     '^^«*'  ^^ » 
was  naturally  broken  off  at  once  owing  to  my  mis- 

ortune.  Anne's  visit  to  Paris,  her  sudd!n  flight  f^om 
London  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  me.  f  met  he" 
here  entirely  by  accident.    No  word  has  passed  'tween 

s  wh.ch  would  suggest  for  a  single  moment  that  she 
looked  upon  this  matter  any  differently » '♦ 
The  Duchess  listened  to  him  steadily.    At  first  there 
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were  signs  of  a  coining  storm.  Like  a  skilful  general, 
however,  she  abandoned  her  position  and  changed  her 
tactics.  She  got  up  and  walked  to  the  window,  pro- 
duced a  handkerchief  from  her  pocket,  and  stood  dab- 
bing her  eyes.  She  looked  out  over  the  Place  Vendome. 
Julien,  who  had  not  the  least  idea  what  to  say,  kept 
silent. 

**  Julien,**  she  said  at  last,  turning  around,  "  this  — 
this  is  a  blow  to  me.  If  what  you  say  is  true,  and  of 
course  it  is,  dear  Anne's  life  is  ruined.  At  present  every 
one  sympathizes  with  her.  You  know,  Samuel  Harbord, 
notwithstanding  his  enormous  wealth  —  you  have  no 
idea,  Julien,  how  horrid  he  was  about  the  sottloinents 
—  is  very  unpopular.  There  was  n't  a  soul  except  his 
own  people  who  didn't  thoroughly  enjoy  his  position. 
Anne  had  run  away  to  Paris,  they  all  said,  because  she 
declined  to  give  up  her  old  sweetheart.  You  know  what 
they  win  all  say  now?  She  came  and  you  would  have 
none  of  her !  I  ask  you,  Julien,  as  a  man  of  the  world, 
is  n't  that  the  view  people  are  bound  to  take?  " 

"  It  is  a  very  stupid  view,"  Julien  declared.  "  Anne 
cares  no  more  for  me  than  for  any  other  man.  She 
is  n't  that  sort.  Even  if  I  were  in  a  position  to  marrj 
any  one,  I  am  quite  sure  that  she  would  refuse  me." 

The  Duchess  began  to  see  her  way.  She  triod,  how- 
ever, to  banish  the  look  of  relief  from  her  face. 

"  My  dear  Julien,"  she  said  very  gently,  "  you  men, 
however  well  you  mean,  sometimes  make  such  mistakes. 
I  want  to  show  you  what  I  am  sure  you  will  see  to  be 
your  duty.  Things,  of  course,  can  never  be  as  we  had 
once  hoped.  On  the  other  hand,  I  am  a  mother,  Julien, 
and  I  want  to  se?  my  daughters  happy.  We  are  very, 
very  poor,  but  a  little  privation  is  good  for  all  of  us. 
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The  Duke  will  settle  two  thousand  a  year  upon  Anne, 
Md  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  can  earn  monev  with  that 
wonderful  pen  of  youra,  and  then,  of  courie,  there  is 
your  own  small  income." 

"Anne  does  n't  want  to  marry  me,  and,"  he  added, 
after  a  moment's  hesitation,  « I  don't  want  to  marry 
Anne.  You  forget  that  I  am  an  outcast  from  life.  I 
have  to  sUrt  things  all  over  again.  What  should  I  do 
with  a  wife  who  has  been  used  to  the  sort  of  Ufe  Anne 
has  always  led?  " 

"Dear  Julien,"  the  Duchess  repeated,  "I  want  to 
.how  you  your  duty.  If  you  do  not  marry  Anne,  evenr 
one  m  London  will  say  that  she  came  to  you  and  you 
refused  her.  It  is  your  duty  at  least  to  give  her  the 
opportunity.  It  is  unfortunate  that  she  came  here,  per- 
haps, but  we  have  finished  with  all  that.  She  is  here 
every  one  knows  that  she  is  here,  and  you  have  been 
seen  tugether." 

Julien  rose  from  his  chair  and  walked  up  and  down 
the  room. 

"  I  have  n't  talked  very  much  with  Anne,"  he  said, 
pausmg  after  a  while,  «  but  it  seems  to  me  that  she  is 
making  a  bid  for  liberty.  She  is  an  independent  sort  of 
g'r ,  you  know,  after  all,  although  she  was  very  well  con- 

I  Hl»?K*r  T*^'"  P°'"*'  *°  ^^^'^  ^^^"g''  ««  *hey  came. 

«  A*  ,  ^  ^°''  ^  "•°™*^"*  *J^at  s'i<^  would  marry  me  " 
At  least,"  the  Duchess  persisted,  «  do  your  duty 
and  ask  her.  If  necessary,  even  let  people  know  that 
you  have  asked  her.    It  is  your  duty,  Julien." 

Julien  hesitated  no  longer. 

I  T-n ''"^i ""!"'"  ^'  ^"^^^"^'  "  '^"^^  y°"  put  it  like  that 
fuse  Le'^  ^  ''*™  ^°"'  ^  ^^""^  '^'  ^^  '^ 
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"  She  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort,"  the  Duchess  (fc. 
dared;  «*  but  oh!  Julien,  it  would  make  me  so  happy 
if  you  would  take  me  to  her,  if  I  could  have  ju«t  a  few 
minutes*  Ulk  with  her  first,  before  you  said  anything 
serious/*  " 

Julien  smiled. 

**  Dear  Duchess,  I  think  not.  I  will  go  to  see  Anr.e 
alone.  I  will  ask  hur  to  marry  me  in  my  own  way 
I  will  tell  her  that  you  n  re  here,  and  whether  she  con- 
sents to  marry  me  or  nc^,  I  will  bring  her  to  see  you. 
But  my  offer  shall  be  made  before  you  and  she  meet." 
"  You  are  a  little  hard,  dear  Julien,"  the  Duchess 
murmured,  "  but  let  it  be  so.  Only  remember  that  the 
poor  dear  child  may  be  feeling  very  sensitive  —  she 
must  know  that  she  has  placed  herself  so  completely  in 
your  power.    Be  nice  to  her,  Julien," 

The  Duchess  offered  him  a  tentative  but  somewhat 
artificial  embrace,  which  Julien  with  great  skill  evaded. 
"We  shall  see,"  he  remarked,  "what  happens.    I 
shall  find  you  here,  I  suppose?  " 
The  Duchess  nodded. 

"  I  have  traveled  all  night,"  she  said,  half  closing 
her  eyes.  «'  Directly  I  saw  that  it  was  my  duly,  I  came 
here  without  waiting  a  single  second.  I  shall  lie  down 
and  rest  and  hope,  Julit  n,  until  I  see  you  both.  I  shall 
hope  and  pray  that  ^ou  will  bring  Anne  here  to 
luncheon  with  me  and  that  we  shall  have  a  little  family 
gathering." 


Anne  was  seated  before  the  wide-open  window  in  the 
little  back  room  leading  from  Mademoiselle  Rignaut's 
workshop.  A  sewing-machine  was  on  the  table  in  the 
middle  of  the  apartment,  the  floor  was  strewn  with  frag- 
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gown,  .iimlar  to  those  worn  by  the  other  young  UdJe. 
0  he  e,tabh.hn,ent.  wa.  making  bow..  She  loS^ 
.t  Juhen  a.  he  entered,  in  blank  amazement.  T^JI 
Bhadow  of  annoyance  crossed  her  face 

"My  dear  Juhen,"  she  exclaimed,  "'fancy  lettini,  v«» 
chn,b  these  four  flights  of  stairs  •'  CdTs,  th^rar^ 

Rubbish!      Juhen   mterposed.     "There*,  .urelv 
no  need  for  you  to  pose  a.  a  seamstress?  »  ^ 

She  laughed. 

.k"???^/°°"'^'  Why  not  a  seamstress?  lam 
•bsolutey  determined  to  do  work  of  some  sort  I  IZ 
.red  oflivin^  on  other  people  and  other  ^^^^  Jo^ 
Until  I  hear  from  Madame  Christophor,  ^r  «nd  anot^; 
post.  I  am  domg  what  I  am  fit  for  here.  Don't  maki 
me  any  more  annoyed  than  I  am  at  present.  I  am 
cross  enough  with  Janette  because  she  wiU  make  me  sU 
in  here  mstead  of  with  the  other  girls  " 

fore  he  wmdow.  The  slight  haze  of  the  midsumm^ 
mormng  rested  over  the  city  with  its  tangM  maTsoJ 
roofs  and  chimneys,  its  tall  white  buildingf^th  funny 
htte  verandas,  the  sweep  of  boulevards  and  statelfer 
buildings  m  the  distance.    She  looked  up  and  f^Sot:! 

"  ^^^^'t  7°"  Wke  my  view?  "  she  asked.    «  One  misses 
he  r       „,  ^^  ^^^  ^^^.^  ^^^  muTsS 

and   ess  persistent  all  the  noises  are?     Yet  it  has  iU 
own  inspiration,  has  n't  it?  " 

"Without  a  doubt."  Juhen  answered.     "  Of  course 
you  can  guess  what  I  came  for?  "  ' 

"  If  it  were  to  ask  me  to  lunch."  she  said,  composedly 
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threading  her  needle,  "  I  am  sorry,  but  I  can't  come. 
I  have  to  make  twenty-five  of  these  bows  and  I  am 
rather  slow  at  it." 

**  Luncheon  might  have  followed  as  an  after-thought," 
he  replied.  "  My  real  mission  was  to  suggest  that  you 
should  marry  me." 

Lady  Anne's  fingers  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  air. 
She  sat  quite  still.  Her  eyes  were  half  closed.  There 
was  a  curious  little  quiver  at  her  heart,  a  little  throb 
in  her  ears.  On  the  whole,  however,  she  kept  her  selfi 
control  marvelously. 

"  Whatever  put  that  into  your  head?  "  she  inquired, 
going  on  with  her  work. 

He  hesitated.  It  was  in  his  mind  to  tell  her  of  that 
evening  at  Clonarty,  to  speak  of  it,  to  recall  that  one 
wave  of  emotion  on  which,  indeed,  they  might  have 
floated  into  a  completer  understanding.  He  looked  at 
her  steadfastly.  She  was  very  graceful,  very  good  to 
look  upon.  She  sat  upright  in  her  poor  cane  chair, 
bending  over  her  foolish  little  task.  But  he  missed  any 
inspiration  which  might  have  guided  his  tongue.  She 
looked  so  thoroughly  self-possessed,  so  splendidly  su- 
perior to  circumstances. 

"Isn't  it  natural.?"  he  asked.  "You  and  I  were 
always  good  friends.  We  have  come  together  here  and 
we  are  both  a  little  lonely.  I  have  never  known  any 
one  else  in  the  world,  Anne,"  he  continued,  "  with  whom 
I  have  been  able  to  think  of  marriage  with  more  —  more 
content.  One  might  live  quite  a  pleasant  life  here.  We 
should  not  be  paupers.  At  any  rate,  there  would  be  no 
reason  for  you  to  sit  in  this  stuffy  room  r  ng  bows, 
or  to  go  and  write  Madame  Christophor's  i      ers." 

"  Is  that  all?  " 
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Again  he  was  tempted.  For  a  single  moment  she  had 
raised  her  ejes  and  he  had  fancied  that  in  that  swift 
upward  glance  he  had  seen  the  light  of  an  almost  eager 
questionmg,  an  ahnost  pathetic  search.  He  bent  towards 
her,  but  she  ref^ed  obstinately  to  look  at  him  again. 

of  vf  -  '  "*^'^'  "^  ^^"^  **^*^«  been  fond 

Again  her  fingers  were  idle.    An  idea  seemed  to  have 
occurred    o  her.     She  asked  him  a  question. 

How  long  IS  It  since  jou  have  seen  my  mother? »' 

lnn?!i    ?  r*  ^L?""  '"P^^-    S^^  '«^«^d  her  head  and 
ooked  at  him.    Then  she  knew  the  truth.    She  set  her 

throat?        ^"^         ^  ""^'  '°**  ^"^  «*'^"S^^d  ^^  h«' 

^^  « I  left  your  mother  a  few  minutes  ago  »  he  told  her. 

She  armed  m  Pans  this  morning  and  sent  for  me." 

laidl!  t"°'  Tl'^^^V  ^^'  ^°  "^^"^^-     Then  she 
anH  1        ^T  f'!"^'^'  ^^^  fi°i«hed,  upon  the  table, 

StThandf  "^  '-'  ''-''*  ''^'^'-^  '-  '^«^*  ''- 

declared  '«  hL^''  '^"  '^"''"^*  P^"°°'  '^"^^^"'"  «^« 
aeciared.  How  you  were  ever  a  success  as  a  diploma- 
tist I  can  t  imagine!  You  came  in  with  the  air  of  one 
charged  with  a  high  and  holy  mission.  It  was  so 
obvious  and  yet  for  a  moment  it  puzzled  me.  How  I 
would  love  to  have  been  with  you  this  morning  — with 
you  and  my  mother,  I  mean  -  somewhere  behind  a  cur- 
iam!  Never  mmd,  you've  done  the  reaUy  right  and 
onorable  thmg-you  have  given  me  my^hfnce.  I 
am  very  grateful,  Juhen." 

laultd  °°  t1-  ^'^"''^^.  '"°"«^  ^"^^^  ^^'  ^^^^  «°^  '^nd 
laughed.    Juhen  remained  silent. 

"Can't  you  see,  both  of  vou,"  Anne  went  on,  "you 
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silly  people,  that  something  quite  alien  to  us  and  our 
set  has  found  its  way  into  my  life  —  a  sort  of  middle- 
class  complaint  —  Heaven  knows  what  you  would  call 
it!  —  but  it  came  just  in  time  to  place  me  in  a  most 
awkward  position.  I  still  haven't  any  doubt  that 
marriage  is  a  very  respectable  and  desirable  institution, 
but  to  me  the  idea  of  it  as  a  matter  of  convenience  has 
suddenly  become  —  well,  a  little  worse  than  the  thing 
which  we  all  shudder  at  so  righteously  when  we  pass 
along  the  streets  of  Paris.  Of  course,  I  know,"  she 
added,  "  that 's  a  shocking  point  of  view.  My  mother 
would  hold,  and  you,  too,  that  a  legalized  sale  is  no  sale 
at  all,  that  matrimony  is  a  perfc-'bly  hallowed  insti- 
tution, a  perfectly  moral  state,  and  all  the  rest  of  it. 
You  see,  I  very  nearly  admitted  it  myself  —  I  very 
nearly  sold  myself !  " 

She  shuddered.  Then  she  rose  to  her  feet,  straight 
and  splendid,  with  all  the  grace  of  her  beautiful  young 
womanhood. 

"  Men  don't  think  just  as  we  do  about  this,"  she  con- 
tinued. "  You  are  all  much  too  Oriental.  But  a  woman 
has  at  least  a  right  to  keep  what  she  does  n't  choose  to 
sell,  even  if  in  the  end  she  chooses  to  give  it.'* 

Julien  moved  a  step  nearer  to  her. 

**  Anne,"  he  said,  "  supposing  one  cared?  " 

Every  fibre  of  her  body  was  set  in  an  effort  of  re- 
sistance. The  mocking  laugh  rose  readily  enough  to 
her  lips,  the  words  were  crushed  back  in  her  throat. 
Only  the  faintest  shadow  shone  for  a  moment  in  her 
eyes. 

"  Ah,  Julien,"  she  murmured  lightly,  "  if  one  cared ! 
But  does  that  really  come,  I  wonder?  Not  to  such  men 
as  you.    Not  often,  I  am  afraid,  to  such  women  as  I." 
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The  door  was  suddenly  opened.  Little  Mademoiselle 
Kignaut  was  covered  with  confusion. 

dons  — *»  °^'^'*"   '"^   exclaimed,   « a   thousand   par- 

«  Janette,"  Anne  interrupted,  "if  I  hear  that  once 
more  I  leave  — I  seek  another  situation." 

"But,  mademoiselle,  then,"  MademoiseUe  Rignaut 
corrected,  « a  thousand  pardons  indeed!  I  had  no 
idea  —  '* 

"My  dear  Janette,"  Lady  Anne  protested,  "why 
do  you  apologize  for  entering  your  own  workshop? 
It  18  foohsh,  this.  I  go  now,  dear  Julien,  to  put  on 
my  hat.  You  shall  drive  me  to  where  my  mother  is 
staying  — the  Ritz,  I  suppose?  Afterwards  you  shaU 
leave  us.  Wait  in  the  street  below.  I  shall  be  less 
than  two  minutes." 

Mademoiselle  Rignaut  was  still  apologetic  as  she 
conducted  Julien  down  the  narrow  stairs. 

"But  indeed,"  she  declared,  "there  never  yas  a 
young  lady  so  strange,  with  such  charming  manners, 
80  sweet,  as  dear  Miladi  Anne.  All  the  time  she  smiles, 
inconveniences  are  nothing,  one  would  imagine  that  she 
were  happy.    And  yet  at  night  —  " 

"  At  night  what?  "  Julien  asked. 

Mademoiselle  shook  her  head. 

"  Miladi  Anne  is  not  quite  so  cheerful  as  she  seems. 
At  night  I  fancy  that  she  does  not  sleep  too  well.  One 
hears  her,  and,  alas !  Monsieur  Sir  Julien,  last  night 
X  heard  her  sobbing  quietly." 

"Lady  Anne  sobbing?  "Julien  exclaimed.  "It  seems 
impossible." 

"Lideed,  but  women  are  strange!"  MademoiseUe 
Kignaut  sighed. 


CHAPTER   VIII 
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Lady  Anne  came  sjayly  down  to  the  street  a  few 
minutes  later.  She  was  still  wearing  the  plain  black 
gown  and  the  simplest  of  hats.  Nevertheless,  she  looked 
charming.  Her  fresh  complexion  with  its  slight  touch 
of  sunburn,  her  wealth  of  brown  hair,  and  the  dis- 
tinction of  her  carriage,  made  her  everywhere  an  object 
of  admiration  in  a  city  where  the  prevailing  type  of 
beautv  was  so  different. 

"  Poor  mother !  "  she  exclaimed,  as  they  crossed  the 
Place  de  I'Opera.  **  Tell  me,  was  she  very  theatrical  this 
morning,  Julien?" 

Julien  smiled. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  must  admit  that  she  was,"  he  de- 
clared.    "  I  found  her  very  interesting." 

"I  hate  to  talk  about  her,"  Anne  continued,  "it 
makes  one  feel  so  unfilial,  but  really  she  is  the  most 
wonderful  marionette  that  ever  lived  the  perfect  life. 
You  see,  I  have  been  behind  the  scenes  so  long.  Every 
now  and  then  a  little  of  the  woman's  nature  crops  up. 
Her  cut  to  Mrs.  Carraby,  for  instance,  was  quite  one  of 
the  events  of  the  season.  It  was  so  perfectly  admin- 
istered, so  utterly  scathing.  I  hear  that  the  poor 
creature  went  to  bed  for  a  fortnight  afterwards.    Gra- 
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"!iTJ  I  ^T  '  *"  °°*  distressing  you,  Julien!''  she 
added  hastily. 

"  Nt  .  in  the  least/'  Julien  assured  her  grimly  «« I 
have  no  interest  in  Mrs.  Carraby." 

Lady  Anne  sighed. 

«  That  '8  how  you  men  talk  when  your  little  feeling 
has  evaporated.    Julien,  you  're  a  selfish  crowd!    You 

^^  I  thmk,    he  said,  «  that  your  sex  avenges  itself.' 

fK  K    T  "°*  u".''*''*'  '*""  ^"P""^-     "  Men  so  often  place 
the  burden  of  their  own  follies  upon  a  woman's  shoulders." 
^^  You  rebuke  me  rightly,"  Julien  declared  bitterly. 
I  '^f/  not  thmkmg  of  you,"  she  told  him  reproach- 
fully.^      I  am  sorry,  Julien.     I  should  not  have  said 

iZh  "^Tn*^?  u'"*^  "  ^'  ^on^«««ed,  «  absolutely  the 
truth.  StiU,  I  have  never  blamed  Mrs.  Carraby  for 
my  disasters.  It  was  my  own  asinine  simplicity.  Toll 
me,  when  shaU  I  see  you  again?  I  think  I  ought  to 
leave  you  here."  ® 

She  laughed. 

"You  want  to  know  about  my  interview  with  mother? 
WeU,  you  shall  know  all  about  that,  I  promise  you, 
because  I  have  changed  my  mind.  I  intend  to  nfake 
you  an  auditor.  Don't  desert  me,  Julien,  please.  Re- 
member, this  IS  really  a  trying  moment  for  me.    I  have 

IT  ^".u"^*"*^  *"^  °*''*^"**'  P"^°*-    «  friendship  is 
worth  anything,  come  and  help  me." 

S^  *^«°'th«lP  thinking,"  he  objected,  "that  your 
mother  would  rather  talk  to  vou  alone." 

„,niJ^»f  A^°"  .'"'"  P^'*'"  *'     "'^^^^^^  ™«  «"d  not  my 

7TI  tr'T'^.'  ^'  '^'^  ^^^^^  "P  *>^^°r«  the  door 
of  the  hotel.     « I  wish  you  to  remain." 
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The  Duchess  received  them  perfectly.  She  did  not 
attempt  anything  emotional.  She  simply  held  out  both 
her  hands  a  little  apart. 

"  You  dear,  sensible  people !  "  she  cried.  **  Aue,  how 
dared  you  give  us  such  a  shock !  " 

Anne  leaned  over  and  kissed  her  mother. 

"  Mother,'*  she  announced,  "  I  am  not  going  to  marry 
Julien." 

The  Duchess  started.  The  expression  which  flashed 
from  her  eyes  was  unmistakably  genuine. 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense,  Anne ! ''  she  exclaimed  sharply. 

"  No  nonsense  about  it,"  Anne  retorted.  **  I  can't 
bear  to  talk  when  any  one  is  standing  up.  Sit  down,  and 
in  a  few  sentences  I  '11  let  you  know  how  hopeless  it  all  is." 

There  was  real  fear  in  the  Duchess's  eyes. 

"  Anne,"  she  gasped,  « is  there  a  man,  then?  " 

"  You  idiotic  person,  of  course  there  is  n't !  "  Anne 
replied.  "  Why  on  earth  you  should  all  talk  about  a 
man  directly  a  girl  breaks  away  for  a  time,  I  can't 
imagine.  Now  sit  down  there  and  listen.  I  brought 
Julien  along  because  if  you  bully  me  too  much  I  shall 
make  him  take  me  away.  We  are  excellent  friends, 
Julien  and  I,  and  he  has  been  very  kind  to  me  since 
I  came  here;  but  I  met  him  entirely  by  accident,  and 
if  I  hadn't  I  am  quite  sure  that  we  might  have  lived 
here  for  years  and  never  come  across  one  another." 

"  But  I  have  told  every  one  in  London !  "  the  Duchess 
protested.  «*  I  have  explained  everything !  I  have  told 
them  how  you  always  loved  Julien,  what  a  terrible  blow 
his  troubles  were,  and  how  you  suddenly  found  that 
it  was  impossible  for  you  to  marry  any  other  man, 
and  like  a  dear,  romantic  child  that  you  are  you  ran 
away  to  him." 
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niorvrTi^^  '^'";  '"1^  ^'^^^'  "  *^**  *-  *  very  pretty 
•tory  I  That ».  just  what  I  imagined  you  would  teU 
everybody  when  vou  knew  th-f  i»a  i^  " 

is  iunt »»  .K«  *•  r  T  *'  '  **  ^^^'"e  *»ere.  That 
«,hK-  '  •  *  ^°"^n»*^<*  «Jowly.  « what  you  have  been 
rubbing  ,nto  poor  JuUen  this  morning  before  he  ea^e 

ame  o^vou""  "  r'  ,"°"^^^'  "P  *°  ^  -^'"  A' " 

till  I    jr."""*'  '"'  <'«l"''tioi..     No,  I  don't 
th.nk  he  deelaml  anything,  on  .ocond  thought,.     He 
eff^.11,  concealed  an,  feeling,  he  n,ight  have  h!d 
It  wa.  a  suggestion  which  he  made."  ■«»'=>>«<"• 

.  litu^.M,-'"  "■■""'■"«  "''''"■"  •""■•»  ^l^ 

aZZZ^  »f  «P«»sing  yourself  was  perfect." 
n.y  pr^  7£^.    On^'^/^  tin""  r^'*' 

« jnost  .ndecent  and  wholly  i™p„per  even  to  tWnk  „ 
ZTlfrtr"  -'-'  "-  »<>*  >-  you  and  who™  yo'u 

The  Duchess  closed  her  eyes. 

;;  ^ne^hft  have  you  been  reading?  »  she  murmured. 
Not  a  thing,"  Anne  went  on.     "I  never  did  ^.J 

of  tlit T  '"S"*"""  «>■•«  -onths  and  at  the  end 
ot  that  tnne  we  were  complete  strangers.    The  idea  of 

«  «r  ^^°"«  ^^^""^  Samuel  —  '» 

inter^rf  LTt^r  "^"^  ""'■  "'"^"^"  ""^  ""*- 
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'*  Oh,  jes,  we  will !  Now  so  far  as  Julien  was  con- 
cerned,'* Anne  continued,  *'  1  dare  say  I  should  have 
smothered  my  feelings  because  there  is  nothing  revolt- 
ing about  him.  He  is  quite  an  attractive  person,  and 
physically  everything  to  be  desired.  But  when  it  came 
to  a  man  who  was  not  a  gentleman,  whose  manners  were 
odious,  who  offended  my  taste  every  time  he  opened  his 
mouth  —  why,  you  see,  the  thing  could  n't  be  thought 
of!  Day  by  day  it  got  worse.  Towards  the  end  he 
began  to  try  and  put  his  hands  on  me.  That  made  mc 
think.    That 's  why  I  canie  to  Paris." 

"  Anne,"  the  Duchess  declared  severely,  "  you  are 
indecent ! " 

*'  On  the  contrary,"  Anne  insisted,  "  I  think  it  was 
the  most  decent  thing  I  ever  did.  Now  please  listen. 
I  will  not  come  back  to  England,  I  will  not  marry 
Julien,  I  will  not  think  of  o-*  discuss  the  subject  of 
marriage  with  any  one.  I  am  a  free  person  and  I 
have  n't  the  least  intention  of  spending  my  life  moping. 
I  am  going  to  have  a  pleasant  time  and  I  am  going 
to  have  it  in  my  own  way.  You  have  two  other  daugh- 
ters, mother  —  Violet  and  Lucy.  Unless  they  change, 
they  are  exactly  what  you  would  have  tiiv  .1.  Be  satis- 
fied. Devote  your  energies  to  them  and  count  me  a 
black  sher^p.  You  can  make  me  a  little  allowance,  if 
you  like  —  a  hundred  a  year  or  so  —  but  whether  I  have 
it  or  not,  I  am  either  going  to  make  bows  in  Made- 
moiselle Rignaut's  workshop,  or  I  am  going  to  be 
secretary  to  a  very  delightful  lady  —  a  Mrs.  Chris- 
tophor,  or  something  of  the  sort." 

The  Duchess  rose  —  she  had  an  idea  that  she  was 
more  dignified  standing. 

"  Anne,"  she  said,  "  I  am  your  mother.     Not  only 
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that,  but  I  ask  you  to  remember  who  you  are 

woman     nt    1?«<..l 1    1..1       •  ' 


The 


women  of  England  look  for  an  example  to  u..  They 
look  to  us  to  hvc  regular  and  law-abiding  live  to  be 
dutiful  wives  and  mothers.  You  are  behaving  like  a 
creature  rem  an  altogether  different  vorld.  You  speak 
openly  of  thmgs  I  have  never  permitted  mentioned  I 
ask  you  to  reflect.  Do  you  owe  nothing  to  me?  Do 
you  owe  nothing  to  your  father,  to  our  position?  " 

A  great  deal,  mother,"  Anne  replied,  «  but  I  owe 

more  to  myself  than  to  any  one  else  in  the  world." 

The  Duchess  felt  hopeless.    She  looked  toward  JuHen. 

There  is  so  much  of  this  foolish  sort  of  talk  about," 

she  complamed     "  It  all  comes  of  making  friends  w  h 

socialists  and  labor  people,  and  having^such  terriWe 

Juhen?     Can't  you  persuade  Anne?     I  am  sure  that 
she  IS  really  fond  of  you." 

"  ^  r°"'?  v*  ***^™P*  *°  '"^"^n<=«  her  for  a  single 

tlnTsh    .''""^"  ^-^"«^-     "I  -n't  say  whether  I 

!r  i  *    .u.  7*^/  °'  ^'•°"«-     ^  *»»«  ^hole,  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  she  is  right."  »  *  «ni  m 

"You,  too,  desert  me!  "  the  Duchess  exclaimed, 
well.  It  all  depends  upon  one's  conception  of  haDni- 
ness,  of  course,"  Julien  replied,  "but  so  far  as  I  f^ 
concerned,  let  me  tell  you  that  the  idea  of  a  gia  yZ 
Anne  married  to  an  insufferable  bounder  like  Harbord 
just^ because  he's  got  millions  of  mon«y,  simply  mad^ 

p  W    ^°'  '""'  ''^'°"  °'  "*^^^'  ^^^  I°oJ"n«  quite 

It  s  really  th^  nicest  thing  you  've  said  to  me  all  th^ 
morning.     WcU,  that 's  over  now.     Mother,  why  don' 
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you  give  us  loine  lunch  and  Uke  *he  four  o'clock  train 
back?  It  *s  the  Calais  train,  which  I  know  jm  always 
prefer.** 

The  Duchess  reflected  for  a  moment.  There  were 
adranUges  in  lunching  at  the  Rita  with  Julien  on  one 
side  of  her  and  Anne  on  the  other.  She  gave  a  little 
sigh  and  consented. 


CHAPTER   IX 


VOOLHASDY  JUU2N 

The  luncheon  in  the  beautiful  restaurant  of  the  Rit« 
was  a  meal  .  fter  the  Duche,,',  own  heart.    She  was  at 

Not  only  that,  but  many  acquaintances  —  mostly  for- 

e.gn,  but  a  few  Engh'sh  _  paused  at  her  table  to  par 

heir  respect.     To  every  one  of  these  she  car^fuZn^ 

was  not  without  its  embarrassments.    Lady  Anne  how- 

Mother  thinks  she  is  putting  ever-^thing  quite  riirht 

We  have  been  seen  lunching  pI  the       .z.    After  th's 

who  shaU  say  that  I  ran  a.ay  f.om  home  to  me^t  a 

nding  master  in  Paris,  or  some  other  disre;uUbrjLr' 

on?    I  may  perhaps  be  pitied  ..  the  victim  of  a  h^ 

ess  mtoation  for  you,  Julien,  but  for  the  rest,  if  w" 

only  sit  here  long  enough  I  shall  be  whitewashed  » 

Ihe  Duchess  was  a  little  uneasy 

JZ  ""?  '7'  ^""''"  '^'  protested,  «  that  you  seem 
U>  have  developed  a  great  deal  of  levity  during  th" 

ithtlv      A?."         IV  "  r^J^^*  *°  ^  '^""ded  i  so 

derfully  mterestmg  person,  I  can  assure  you.    She  was 
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born  in  Paris  of  American  parents,  very  wealthy  indeed, 
married  when  quite  young  to  Prince  Falkenberg,  and 
separated  from  him  within  two  years.  They  say  that 
she  lives  a  queer,  half  Bohemian  sort  of  life  now,  but 
she  is  still  a  great  person  when  she  chooses.  My  dear 
Princess ! " 

Madame  Christophor,  who  had  entered  the  room  on 
her  way  to  a  luncheon  party,  paused  for  a  moment  and 
shook  hands.    Then  she  recognized  Julien. 

"  Really,"  she  murmured,  "  this  is  most  unexpected. 
My  dear  Duchess,  you  have  quite  deserted  Paris.  Is 
this  your  daughter  —  Lady  Anne  ?  I  scarcely  remember 
her.    And  yet  —  " 

"We  met  yesterday,"  Lady  Anne  interrupted 
promptly.  "  You  know,  I  want  to  be  your  secretary, 
Madame  Christophor,  if  you  will  let  me.  My  mother 
has  entirely  cast  me  off,  so  it  does  n*t  matter." 

The  Duchess  made  a  most  piquant  gesture.  It  was 
really  an  insufferable  position,  but  she  was  determined 
to  remain  graceful. 

"My  dear  Madame  Christophor,"  she  said,  "you 
have  no  grown-up  children,  of  course,  so  I  cannot  ask 
for  your  sympathy.  But  I  have  a  daughter  here  who 
is  giving  me  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  I  flatter  myself 
that  I  have  modem  views  of  life,  but  Anne  —  well,  I 
won't  discuss  her." 

Madame  Chris  cophor  smiled. 

"  Young  people  are  different  nowadays.  Duchess," 
she  remarked.  "  If  Lady  Anne  really  wants  to  come 
into  life  on  her  own,  why  not?  She  can  be  my  secre- 
tary if  she  chooses.  I  shall  pay  her  just  as  much  as 
I  should  any  one  else,  and  I  shall  send  her  away  if  she 
is  not  satisfactory.    There  are  a  great  many  young  peo- 
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pie  nowadays,  Duchess,"  she  continued,  « in  very  much 
your  daughter's  position,  who  do  these  odd  things.  I 
always  think  that  it  is  better  not  to  stand  in  their 
way.  Sir  Julien,  I  want  to  speak  to  you  before  you 
leave  this  restaurant.  I  have  something  important  to 
say. 

The  Duchess  was  a  little  taken  aback.     To  her  it 
seemed  a  social  cataclysm,  something  unheard  of,  that 
her  daughter  should  propose  to  be  any  one's  secretary. 
Yet  this  woman,  who  was  certainly  of  her  own  order, 
had  accepted  the  thing  as  entirely  natural  — had  dis- 
missed, it,  even,  with  a  few  casual  remarks.    JuUen,  who 
smce  Madame  Christophor's  arrival  had  been  standing 
in  his  place,  was  somewhat  perplexed. 
"  You  are  lunching  here?  "  he  asked. 
"With  the  Servian  Minister's  wife.     I  shaU  excuse 
myself  early.     It  is  a  vital  necessity  that  we  talk  for 
a  few  minutes  before  you  leave  here.    Five  minutes  ago 
1  sent  a  note  to  your  rooms." 
"J  shall  be  at  your  service,"  Julien  replied  slowly. 
1  shall  expect  you  in  the  morning,"  Madame  Chris- 
tophor  said,  smiling  at  Lady  Anne.     "Don't  be  later 
than  ten  o'clock.     I  am  always  at  home  after  four. 
Duchess,  if  you  are  spending  any  time  in  Paris,"  she 
added.  ' 

They  watched  her  as  she  passed  to  the  little  group 
who  were  awaiting  her  arrival.  She  was  certainly  one 
of  the  most  elegant  women  in  the  room.  Lady  Anne 
looked  after  her  with  a  faint  frown. 

« I  wonder,"  she  murmured,  "  if  I  shall  like  Madame 
Chnstophor?  " 

"  I  had  no  idea,  Julien,"  the  Duchess  remarked,  «  that 
you  were  friendly  witli  her." 


»76  THE    MISCHIEF-MAKER 

Julien  evaded  the  question. 

"  At  any  rate,"  he  said,  turning  to  Anne,  "  this  will 
be  better  for  you  than  making  bows." 

« I  suppose  so,"  she  assented.  «  All  the  same,  I  am 
very  much  my  own  mistress  in  that  dusty  little  work- 
shop. If  Madame  Christophor  —  is  n't  that  the  name 
she  chooses  to  be  caUed  by?  — becomes  exacting,  I  am 
not  even  sure  that  I  sha'n't  regret  my  bow-making." 

"Tell  me  exactly  how  long  you  have  known  her, 
Julien!"  the  Duchess  persisted. 

"Since  my  arrival  in  Paris  this  time,"  Julien  an- 
swered.   «  I  had  —  well,  a  sort  of  introduction  to  her." 

«  She  is  received  everywhere,"  the  Duchess  continued, 
"  because  I  know  she  visits  at  the  house  of  the  Comtesse 
Deschelles,  who  is  one  of  the  few  women  in  Paris  of  the 
old  faction  who  are  entirely  exclusive.     At  the  same 
time,  I  am  told  that  she  leads  a  very  retired  life  now, 
and  is  more  seen  in  Bohemia  thun  anywhere.     I  am  not 
at  all  sure  that  it  is  a  desirable  association  for  Anne." 
"  Well,  you  can  leave  off  troubling  about  that,"  Anne 
said.     "Remember,  however  much  we  make  believe,  I 
have  really  shaken  the  dust  of  respectability  off  my  feet. 
Hamilton  Place  knows  me  no  longer.     I  am  a  dweller 
in  the  byways.     Even  if  I  come  back,  it  will  be  as  a 
stranger.     People  will  be  interested  in  me,  perhaps,  as 
some  one  outside  their  lives.     *  That  strange  daughter 
of  the  poor  dear  Duchess,  you  know,'  they  will  say, 
'  who  ran  away  to  Paris !    Some  terrible  affair.    No  one 
knows  the  rights  of  it.»    Can't  you  hear  it  all?    They 
will  be  kind  to  me,  of  course,  but  I  sha'n't  belong. 
Alas ! " 

The  Duchess  was  studying  her  bill  and  wondering 
how  much  to  tip  the  waiter.    She  only  answered  absently. 
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J^t7kw;.»   """  ""*"«  "  -'■''■»  y-  •»«  been 

0  clock  train.    Juhen  must  wait  outside  for  mv  future 

be  .erciful  i  i^^  R^JXr^H^t^rran  ^hIT;; 

1  have  always  been  respectable.     Remind  her  thaHf 
I  were  too  intelligent  I  should  probably  rob  her  o 
her  secrete  or  money  or  something.     I  am  reallv  a 

s"::ta"rtn"d    '^"°-      Nature^eanrm:t\ 
don't  for  Jf  rZ  ''°'"'*°'  ^"^  "^y  handwriting - 

don  t  forget  my  handwriting.     Nothing  so  clear  or  so 
rapid  has  ever  been  seen." 

The  Duchess  signed  her  bill,  slightly  undertipned  thp 
waiter  and  accepted  his  subdued  tfank's  witH  'gLlioI;: 

I  ILlT  '""/'  '^\'*'^'  ^  ^'y  ^^^*  t*^«  ro°'"»  "  that 
I  til  noTlose  Zpe  »  ^  '^"'^  °^  ^^     ^--^^^- 

foi^:itr.tcrmonrrh'^^^^^^^^^    -  ^^  P^'- 

«?ltT^K^i  '""  y°"/g«i"?  "  he  asked  the  latter. 

icou  had  better  question  Madame  Chrisvophor  con- 

ceniing  my  evenings  out,"  she  replied.     «  It\  Lta 

matter  I  know  much  about.     I  am  sure  you  are  quite 

welcome  to  any  of  them."  ^ 

Julien  found  a  seat  in  the  broad  passageway.  Sev- 
eral acquaintances  passed  to  and  fro  whom  J  far  as 
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possible  he  avoided.  Madame  Christophor  came  at  last. 
She  was  the  centre  of  the  little  party  who  were  on 
their  way  into  the  lounge.  When  she  neared  Julien, 
however,  she  paused  and  made  her  adieux.  He  rose  and 
waited  for  her  expectantly. 

"  We  are  to  talk  here?  "  he  asked. 

She  nodded. 

"  In  that  comer." 

She  pointed  to  a  more  retired  spot.  He  followed 
her  there. 

"  Order  some  coffee,"  she  directed. 

He  obeyed  her  and  they  were  promptly  served.  She 
waited,  chatting  idly  of  their  luncheon  party,  of  the 
coincidence  of  meeting  with  the  Duchess,  until  thev 
were  entirely  freed  from  observation.  Then  she  leaned 
towards  him. 

"  Sir  Julien,"  she  said,  "  I  have  read  your  articles, 
the  first  and  the  second.    You  are  a  brave  man." 

He  smiled. 

*'  Are  you  going  to  warn  me  once  more  against  Herr 
Freudenberg?  "  he  asked. 

She  shook  her  head. 

•*  If  you  do  not  know  your  danger,"  she  continued, 
"  you  would  be  too  great  a  fool  to  be  worth  warning. 
Remember  that  Freudenberg  came  from  Berlin  as  fast 
as  express  trains  and  his  racing-car  could  bring  him, 
the  moment  he  read  the  first." 

"  I  have  already  had  a  brief  but  somewhat  unpleasant 
interview  with  him,"  Julien  remarked. 

*'  I  congratulate  you,"  she  went  on.  **  UnpleaFant 
interviews  with  Herr  Freudenberg  generally  end  dif- 
ferently. Now  listen  to  me.  I  have  a  proposition  to 
make.     There  is  one  house  in  Paris  where  you  will  be 
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wfe-mine.    I  offer  you  its  shelter.     Come  there  and 
finish  jour  work." 

J^  7u"   u°  ?^^^'     ^'  ^'PP^  »»»  ^^^^  for  a 
moment.    Then  he  turned  slowly  round. 

"Madame  Christophor,"  he  said,  «  once  you  told  me 
that  you  dishked  and  distrusted  aU  men.  Why,  then, 
should  I  trust  you?  '♦  ^  * 

h  J  w Jf"'"**  ?  ^i'^''  *'"'  ^''  *°"«  ^^^^  «h«  «n«^ered 
him  was  free  of  offense. 

«  Why  should  you,  indeed?  '»  she  replied.  «  Yet  you 
should  remember  that  the  man  against  whose  cherished 
schemes  your  articles  are  directed  is  the  man  whom  I 
have  more  cause  to  hate  than  any  other  in  the  world." 

Herr  Freudenberg,"  he  murmured. 

Pnnce  Adolf  Rudolf  von  Falkenberg,"  she  cor- 
rected hun.     "Do  you  know  the  story  of%  Carried 

1*1  have  never  heard  it,"  he  told  her. 
I  will  spare  you  the  details,"  she  continued.    «  Mv 
husband  married  me  with  the  sole  idea  of  using  my 
house,   my   friends,   my   social  position  here   for   the 
furtherance  of  his  schemes.    Under  my  roof  I  discovered 
meetings  of  spies,  spies  paid  to  suborn  the  different 
services  ,n  this  country  -  the  navy,  the  army,  the  rail- 
way works.     When  I  protested,  he  laughed  ft'  me!    He 
made  no  secret  of  his  ambitions.    He  is  the  sworn  and 
mveterate  enemy  of  your  country.    His  feeling  against 
France  ,s  a  slight  thing  in  comparison  with  his  hatred 
of  England.     For  the  last  ten  years  he  has  done  noth- 
ing but  scheme  to  humiliate  her.    When  I  discovered  to 
What  puiyose  my  house  was  being  put,  I  bade  him  leave 
t.    f  bade  him  choose  another  hotel,  and  when  he  saw 
that  I  was  m  earnest,  he  obeyed.    It  is  one  of  the  con- 
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ditions  of  our  separation  that  he  does  not  cross  my 
threshold.  That  is  why  I  say,  Sir  Julien,  that  you  have 
nothing  to  fear  in  accepting  the  shelter  of  my  roof." 

"Madame  Christophor,"  Julien  said  earnestly,  "I 
am  most  grateful  for  your  offer.  At  the  same  time,  I 
honestly  do  not  believe  that  I  have  anything  to  fear 
anywhere.  Herr  Freudenberg  has  made  one  attempt 
upon  me  and  has  failed.  I  do  not  think  that  he  is 
likely  to  risk  everything  by  any  open  assaults.  In 
these  civilized  days  of  the  police,  the  telephone  and  the 
law  courts,  one  is  not  so  much  at  the  mercy  of  a  strong 
man  as  in  the  old  days.  I  do  not  fear  Herr 
Freudenberg.** 

Madame  Christophor  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  My  friend,"  she  admitted,  **  I  admire  your  courage, 
but  listen.  You  say  that  one  attempt  has  already  been 
made  to  silence  you.  For  every  letter  you  write,  there 
will  be  another  made.  At  each  fresh  one,  these  creatures 
of  Herr  Freudenberg's  will  have  learned  more  cunning. 
In  the  end  they  are  bound  to  succeed.  Why  risk  your 
life?  I  offer  my  house  as  a  sanctuary.  There  is  no 
need  for  you  to  pass  outside  it.  You  could  take  the 
exercise  you  require  in  my  garden,  which  is  bounded  by 
four  of  the  highest  walls  in  Paris.  You  can  sit  in  a 
room  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  house,  with  three  locked 
doors  between  you  and  the  others.  You  may  write  there 
freely  and  without  fear." 

Julien  smiled. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  my  stupidity,**  he  said,  "  but  I  can- 
not possibly  bring  myself  to  believe  in  the  existence  of 
any  danger.  I  will  promise  you  this,  if  I  may.  If  any 
further  attempt  should  be  made  upon  me,  any  attempt 
which  came  in  the  least  near  being  successful,  I  will 
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remember  your  offer.  For  the  present  my  mind  is 
made  up.     I  «hall  remain  where  I  am."      ^ 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"Ingrate!" 

«  You°knnw*;h^T  r"^  ""'"''"  ^'  '*""'«*  ^^r  heartily. 
You  know  that  I  am  grateful.  You  know  that  if  I 
refuse  for  the  moment  your  offer  it  is  not  because  I 
m«trust  yon.  I  simply  feel  that  I  should  b^takini 
elaborate  precautions  which  are  quite  unnecessary^'    * 

"La'dy^nlryr^c^:?;:^^^^^^  ^-'^'^  -^""^' 
noi'  mi::  *^^^,-^— t,"  he  answered  steadily,  «  does 

She  sighed. 

"You  will  have  your  own  way,"  she  said,  "and  vet 
there  ,s  something  rather  sad  about  it.     I  know  so 

more  of  Herr  Freudenberg.  Remember  that  there  are 
a  quarter  of  a  million  Germans  in  this  city,  and  S  tha^ 
quarter  of  a  million  at  least  twenty  thousand  belong  to 
one  or  the  other  of  the  secret  societies  with  which  the 
c^y  abounds.     All  of  them  are  different  in  tone,  but 

them,  my  fnend   and  not  a  scruple  amongst  the  lot!" 
He  moved  m  his  place  a  little  restlessly. 

protested"'  "^  '^'*  "  *'"^  "^^^  "°^^^^^«'"  ^^ 
tol^ttof"'"^''"^"'''  ^'^  "'"'"^"'^-  "Y- 
vmd  hfe  m  his  own  rooms.    He  thought  of  Freuden- 
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berg's  calm  perseverance.  An  uncomfortable  feeling 
seized  him. 

**  I  do  not  know,'*  she  went  on,  leaning  a  little  towards 
him,  "  why  I  should  interest  myself  in  you  at  all." 

"Why  do  you,  then?"  he  asked,  lookirg  at  her 
suddenly. 

She  played  with  the  trifles  that  hung  from  her  chate- 
laine, ^^e  watched  for  the  raising  of  her  eyes,  but  he 
watchec  m  vain.    She  did  not  return  his  inquiring  look. 

"  Never  mind,"  she  said,  "  I  have  warned  you.  It  is 
for  you  to  act  as  you  think  best.  If  you  change  your 
mind,  come  to  me.  I  will  give  you  sanctuary  at  any 
time.    Take  me  to  my  automobile,  please." 

He  obeyed  her  and  watched  her  drive  off.  Then  he 
went  slowly  and  unmolested  back  to  his  rooms. 
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THE   8£COKD  ATTEMPT 

The  concierge  of  Julien's  apartments  issued  with 
a  somewhat  mysterious  air  from  his  little  lodge  as  his 
tenant  passed  through  the  door.  He  was  a  short  man 
wi  h  a  fierce,  bristling  moustache.  He  wore  a  semi- 
mihtary  coat,  always  too  short  for  him,  and  he  was 
so  stout  that  he  was  seldom  able  to  fasten  more  than 
two  of  the  buttons  of  his  waistcoat. 

"Monsieur!" 

"What  is  it,  Pierre?"  Julien  asked.     "Any  caUers 
lor  mer 

"There  have  been  callers,  indeed,  monsieur,"  Pierre 
rephed,  callers  whose  errand  I  do  not  quite  under- 
stand. They  asked  many  questions  concerning  mon- 
sieur. When  they  had  finished,  the  man  -  bah !  he  was 
a  German! -he  thrust  into  my  hand  a  hundred  franc 
noe.  He  said,  « No  word  of  this  to  Monsieur  Sir 
Juhen !  I  put  the  note  into  the  bottom  of  my  trousers 
pocket,  but  I  made  no  response.    I  am  not  dishonorable. 

Keep  the  note  because  these  men  should  think  me     • 
craven  enough  to  give  them  information,  to  hear  their  ^ 
questions,  and  to  say  nothing  to  monsieur,  one  of  my    ^ 
own  lodgers!     It  was  an  insult,  that.     Therefore  I 
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keep  the  hundred  franc  note.    Therefore  I  tell  monsieur 
all  that  these  two  men  did  ask." 

"  You  showed,"  Julien  declared,  "  a  rare  and  excel- 
lent discretion.    Proceed." 

"  Thej  asked  questions,  monsieur,  on  every  conceiv- 
able subject,"  Pierre  continued.  "Their  mtercst  in 
your  doings  was  amazing.  They  asked  what  meals  jou 
took  in  the  house,  at  what  hour  you  went  out  and  at 
what  hour  you  returned.  Then  the  shorter  of  the  two 
wished  to  take  the  room  above  yours.  I  asked  him 
more  than  double  the  price,  but  he  would  have  engaged 
it  Then  I  told  him  that  I  was  not  sure.  There  was 
a  gentleman  to  whom  it  was  offered.  They  come  back 
this  afternoon  to  know  the  result." 

"  If  they  find  a  lodging  in  this  house,"  Julien  said, 
"  I  fear  that  I  must  leave." 

"  It  shall  be,"  Pierre  decided,  "  as  monsieur  wishes. 
I  am  not  to  be  tempted  with  money  when  it  comes  to 
a  question  of  retaining  an  old  tenant.  The  room  is 
let  to  another.     It  is  finished." 

Julien  climbed  the  stairs  thoughtfully  to  his  apart- 
ments, locked  himself  in  and  sat  down  before  his  desk. 
For  an  hour  or  more  he  worked.  Then  there  came  a 
timid  knock  at  the  door.  He  looked  around,  frowning. 
After  a  moment's  hesitation  he  affected  not  to  notice 
the  summons,  and  continued  his  work.  The  knocking 
came  again,  however,  low  but  persirtent.  Julien  rose 
to  his  feet,  turned  the  key  and  opened  the  door. 

"  Mademoiselle !  "  he  exclaimed,  genuinely  surprised. 

It  was  Mademoiselle  Ixe  who  glided  past  him  into 
the  room.  She  signed  to  him  to  close  the  door.  He 
did  so,  and  turning  slowly  faced  her.  She  was  standing 
a  few  yards  away,  her  lips  a  little  parted,  pale  notwith- 
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top  of  her  lace  parlor  ill    "'°'",^  "P**"  ^'  j-^^ 
hat  .he  formed  rverv  ^S  ^r'  ""•''"  ««^  *«d  l«rge 

there  with  W  eye.  „ow  «f!J     '  P"'*"'"  "  *'»•'  '^ 
u  ««  J        .      ™    ""'^  "^Pd  upon  Julii>n 

"Mademoi.elle."  he  beiran    «  t  V     ?'     • 
stand."  **"'     '  «^o  not  quite  under- 

"  Look  out.ide,»  .he  beifired     •«  s^  ♦!,  »  *i.       . 
one  there.     I  am  so  afr^S^'K  .   t     **"**  **»"«  '»  "o 
foUowed."  *''"^  *****  '  ™'«ht  have  been 

Julien  .tepped  out  onto  the  landing  and  returned. 
There  i.  no  one  about  at  all '»  h^  ™Wnied. 

She  drew  a  little  .igh  '    ^'  """'"^  *»*'• 

"But  it  is  rash,  this!    Monsieur  S.V  T.,r 
glad- jou  are  pleased  to^Le  me?     M  t       '  ^°"  *" 
your  pretty  BVeecho^  «♦  ?  f     ^^^'^^  "«  one  of 

«  R..r       7^r»  «t  once  or  I  shall  go» 
But,  mademoiselle,"  Julien  said    ^l    v 
towards  her,  "who  indnJ     ^j  ?    '  wl  >eling  a  chair 

to  see  you  a   anytC^^t'T  ^  ""^*^"*  »»"*  ^^^^ 
Tell  me  why  you  Uv  f'*'"^^  """  '^  '  «»"  'tupid. 

and  why  ^ou  are  aJra^r:  *"  "^  "^  *^"  *"--<>» 
«  Whv?»l  ****  ^°"  *"•«  followed?  » 

you  that!"  '        "  ^^^^  "^'eed  to  teU 

Pari,  for  her  «»„„  V     i     ■        .  ""'  ''"°"»  ««>>  in 

«e.,  theifs/'Jtrctrr'r ""  *■" 

adjuncts   to  her  toilptt.  !  ^f  ^"^t'O"  of  those  smaU 
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She  looked  genuinely  hurt  Julien,  however,  wm 
mercileu. 

**  It  it,  perhaps,  because  Herr  Freudenberg  \.m  told 
you  that  I  once  lost  great  things  through  trusting 
a  woman  that  you  think  to  find  me  an  easy  victim?  ** 
he  went  on.  **  Come,  am  I  to  give  you  those  sheets  over 
there,**  he  added,  pointing  to  his  writing-table,  "and 
promise  for  your  sake  never  to  write  another  line,  or 
have  you  more  serious  designs?'* 

**  Monsieur  Julien,'*  she  faltered,  — 

He  suddenly  changed  his  tone. 

"  Am  I  cruel  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Forgive  me,  mademoi- 
selle—  forgive  me.  Marguerite.'* 

She  held  out  her  delicately  gloved  hand  towards  him ; 
her  face  she  turned  a  little  away  and  one  gathered 
that  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes  which  nhc  did  not  wish 
him  to  see. 

**  Take  off  my  glove,  please,**  she  whispered.  "  I 
did  not  think  you  would  be  so  cruel  even  for  a  moment." 

He  took  her  fingers  in  his,  fingers  which  promptly 
returned  his  pressure.    His  right  arm  stole  around  her. 

*•  Monsieur  Sir  Julien,'*  she  continued  very  softly, 
"  please  promise  that  you  will  speak  to  me  no  more 
now  of  Herr  Freudenberg.  Tell  ro  Sat  you  are  glad 
I  have  come.  Say  some  more  of  those  pretty  things 
that  you  whispered  to  me  in  the  Rat  Mort." 

His  arm  tightened  about  her.    She  was  powerless. 

"  Julien ! "  she  murmured. 

He  laughed  quietly.  Suddenly  she  struggled  to  es- 
cape from  him. 

"  Let  me  go ! "  she  cried.  "  Sir  Julien,  but  you  are 
rough.    Monsieur ! " 

He  flung  her  from  him  back  into  the  chair.    In  his 


THE   SECOND    ATTEMPT  gSf 

bo.om  of  her  gown-.  cUinly  little  affair  of  ivory 
^ZT'  "*  ^""•'^d  it  over  curiously.  She  lay  Zk 
.n  the  chair  where  he  had  thrown  her.  pipping  iJ  ^,) 

^'rLIv  " I  .a^d  *5r/ ^''^-fP-  -to  hi,  pocket: 
J  kT  ^«,..  *'***  '  thought  better  of  Herr  Freu- 
denberg     Why  doe.  n't  he  come  him.elf  ?  -  " 

u  «?.'„.  '"'"  *'"'"*•'  **  "'»«  answered. 

bctteTif  K-  "./"J"u  ''^P''"^-  "  ^  •»'°"W  have  thought 
better  of  h.m  ,f  he  had  come  first,  instead  of  sendW 
a  woman  to  do  his  work.»»  «cnamg 

to'rotrL"!^  "  ""^  ''^''    •'"^'^»  ^'^^  ^--  -»  how 
"You  do  not  think  that  he  is  afraid?"  she  cried 
;  Afraid  of  you?     Bah!    For  the  rest,  it  was  I  who* 
msisted  on  com  ng.     He  was  troubled.     I  kneVwhy 
I  »a.d  to  myself.  *It  is  a  risk  I  will  take.     I  wiui,' 
to  Sir  Julien's  rooms.    I  will  shoot  him.    I  will  pre IS 

Z5     '»l        "  '''^'  "^  P"^"'^"*  -^Jothes,  nothing  in- 

f"ssTn"e- 1  f  '^^^^^  °'  Jealousy  la  m^Lnt 
Of  madness     One  takes  account  of  tl;  .e  things.    Then 

I:;;l.:"    ''«'    P^'^-^-      "^    -^^    -    that    nothing 

v'n  L,i    Supposing   however.  I  turn  the  tables  upon 
ru  mademoiselle.    You  are  here  and  I  have  token  ally 
this  little  plaything.    Would  Herr  Freudenben,  t  Tell 
ous  if  he  knew.  I  wonder? »  ^       ^    ^' 

She  glanced  at  the  door. 

"Locked,"  Julien  continued  grimly.     "Do  you  still 
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wish  me  to  come  and  make  pretty  speeches  to  you?" 
he  added.  "  You  are  certainly  looking  very  charming, 
mademoiselle.  Your  gown  is  exquisite.  What  can  I 
do  more  than  echo  what  all  Paris  has  said  —  that  there 
is  no  one  of  her  daughters  more  bewitching?  Can  you 
wonder  if  I  lose  my  head  a  little  when  I  find  you  here 
with  me  in  my  rooms  —  a  visit,  too,  of  pure  affection?  " 

She  rose  to  her  feet.  The  patch  of  color  upon  her 
cheeks  had  become  more  vivid. 

"  You  will  let  me  go?  "  she  faltered. 

Julien  imlocked  the  door. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  answered,  "  I  shall  most  cer- 
tainly let  you  go.  Permit  me  to  thank  you  for  the 
pleasure  which  your  brief  visit  has  afforded  me.'* 

The  door  was  opened  before  her.  Julien  stood  on 
one  side.  The  smile  with  which  he  dismissed  her  was 
half  contemptuous,  half  kindljr.  Upon  the  threshold 
she  hesitated. 

"Sir  Julien!" 

"  Mademoiselle  Ixe?  " 

"  If  there  were  no  Herr  Freudenberg,"  she  whispered, 
"  if  it  were  not  my  evil  fortune,  Monsieur  Sir  Julien, 
to  love  him  so  foolishly,  so  absolutely,  so  that  every 
moment  of  separation  is  full  of  pain,  every  other  man 
like  a  figure  in  a  dream  —  if  it  were  not  for  this,  Mon- 
sieur Sir  Julien,  I  do  not  think  that  I  should  like  to 
leave  you  so  easily !  " 

Julien  made  no  reply.  She  passed  out  with  a  ttle 
sigh.  He  heard  the  flutter  of  her  laces  and  draperies 
as  she  crossed  the  passage  and  commenced  the  descent 
of  the  stairs.  Julien  was  closing  the  door  when  he  heard 
a  familiar  voice  and  a  heavy  footstep.  Kendricks,  with 
a  Gladstone  bag  in  his  hand,  came  bustling  up. 
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"  Julien,  you  dog,"  he  exclaimed  savagely,  "you're 
at  it  again !  Why  the  devil  can't  you  keep  these  women 
at  arm's  length?  What  has  that  pretty  Uttle  creature 
Ox  Herr  Freudenberg's  been  doing  here?  *» 
Julien  laughed  as  he  closed  the  door. 
"Don't  be  a  fool,  David!  She  wasn't  here  at  my 
mvitation."  ^ 

«  Tears  in  her  eyes!  "  Kendricks  muttered.  «  Sob- 
bing to  herself  as  she  went  down  the  steps !  Crocodile's 
tears,  I  know.  These  d— d  women,  Julien!  Out  with 
it.    What  did  she  come  for?  " 

Julien  produced  the  pistol  from  his  pocket. 

"It  was,"  he  explained,  "her  amiable  intention  to 
please  her  lord  and  master  at  the  slight  expense  of  my 
life.  Fortunately,  the  game  was  a  new  one  to  her  and 
she  kept  on  feeling  the  bosom  of  her  gown  to  see  whether 
the  pistol  was  there  still." 

I*  What  did  you  do?  "  Kendricks  demanded. 

"What  was  there  for  me  to  do?"  Julien  replied 
"I  took  her  little  toy  away  and  told  her  to  run  off! 
This  IS  the  second  time,  David.  Estermen  and  Freuden- 
berg  have  had  a  shy  at  me  here  themselves,  and  they  'd 
have  gotten  me  all  right  but  for  an  accident.  I  won't  tell 
you  what  the  accident  was,  for  the  moment,  owing  to 
your  peculiar  prejudices.  How  are  things  in  London?  " 
Kendricks  threw  himself  into  an  easy-chair  and  be- 
gan to  fill  his  pipe. 

"  Julien,"  he  declared,  «  you  've  done  the  trick !  I  'm 
proud  of  my  advice,  proud  of  the  result.  There  is  n't 
a  club  or  an  omnibus  or  a  tube  or  a  public-house  where 
that  letter  of  yours  is  n't  being  talked  about.  They  tell 
me  It 's  the  same  here.  Have  you  seen  the  German 
papers  ?  " 
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"  Not  one." 

«  Never  was  such  a  thunderbolt  launched,"  Kendricks 
continued.    "  They  are  all  either  stupefied  or  hysterical 
Freudenberg   left   Berlin   an   hour  after   he   saw  the 
article.     You  tell  me  you  've  met  him  already?  " 

"  Yes,  he 's  been  here,"  Julien  replied.  «  He  offered 
to  make  me  a  Croesus  if  I  »d  stop  the  letters.  When 
I  refused,  well,  we  had  a  scuffle,  and  by  Jove,  they 
nearly  got  me !    He  means  to  wipe  me  out." 

"  We  '11  see  about  that !  "  Kendricks  muttered.  « I  'm 
not  going  to  leave  your  side  till  we  're  through  with 
this  little  job."  * 

"Madame  Christophor  suggested  that  I  should  go 
there  and  finish,"  Julien  said.  "What  do  you  think 
of  that? "  J  i  I* 

"  Madame  Fiddlesticks ! "  Kendricks  retorted  angrily 
"The  wife  of  Falkenberg!  Do  you  want  to  walk  into 
the  lion's  jaws?  " 

"She  is  separated  from  her  husband,"  Julien  re- 
mmded  him.  "  My  own  impression  is  that  she  hates 
him." 

"I'd  never  believe  it,"  Kendricks  insisted.  "The 
fellon^  has  the  devil's  own  way  with  these  women.  Look 
at  that  httle  wretch  I  met  on  the  stairs.  A  harmless, 
flirtmg  httle  opera  singer  a  year  ago.  Now  she'd 
come  here  and  murder  a  man  against  whom  she  has  n't 
the  slightest  grudge,  for  his  sake.  I  tell  you  the 
fellow  's  got  an  unwholesome  influence  over  every  one 
with  whom  he  comes  in  contact." 

"Have    you    read    to-day's    letter?"    Julien    asked 
abruptly. 

"Read  it!     Man  alive,  it  made  the  heart  jump  in- 
side me!     I  tell  you  it's  set  the  war  music  dancing 
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wherever  a  dozen  men  have  come  together.  I  alwavs 
thought  you  had  a  pretty  gift  as  a  maker  of  phrases, 
Julien,  but  I  never  knew  you  dipped  your  pen  in  the 
mk  of  the  immortals.  I  tell  you  no  one  doubts  any- 
thmg  you  have  written.  That 's  the  genius  of  it.  No 
one  denies  it,  no  one  attempts  arguments,  every  one  in 
Eng  and  and  France  whose  feelings  have  been  ruffled 
w  already  wanting  to  shake  hands  aU  over  again. 
One  sees  that  giant  figure,  the  world's  mischief-maker. 


It  '3   gorgeous !     How 


suddenly  caught  at  his  job. 

about  number  four?  '* 

table"**^  ^"«cn,»  Julita   declared,  pointing  to   his 

Kendricks  went  to  the  door  and  locked  it,  went  to 
the  cupboard  and  brought  out  the  whiskey  and  soda, 
undid  his  Gladstone  bag,  buttoned  a  life  preserver  on 
his  left  wrist,  and  laid  a  Mauser  pistol  on  the  table 
by  the  side  of  him. 

"  Julien,"  he  said,  «  I  feel  like  the  biggest  ass  un- 
hung, but  I  am  here  with  my  playthings  to  be  watch- 
dog Get  to  your  desk  and  write,  man.  One  drink 
first.     Come. 

They  raised  their  glasses. 

"What  have  you  called  number  three?"  Kendricks 

&SK6€l« 

"  *  A  Maker  of  Toys ! ' '»  Julien  replied. 
«  Here 's  damnation  to  him!  »  Kendricks  -^aid,  raising 
the  glass  to  his  hps.    «  Now  get  to  work,  Julien  " 
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CHAPTER   XI 


BY   THE    prince's   OEDEBS 

Once  more  mademoiselle  sat  beneath  a  canopy  of  pink 
roses,  surrounded  by  obsequious  waiters,  with  the  mur- 
mur of  music  in  her  ears,  opposite  the  man  she  adored. 
Yet  without  a  doubt  mademoiselle  was  disturh-d.  Her 
fixed  eyes  were  riveted  upon  the  newspaper  whi'-h  Herr 
Freudenberg  had  passed  into  her  hand.  She  was  sud- 
denly very  pale. 

"  Send   some   of  these   people   away,"   she   begged. 
"I  am  frightened."  ^ 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled.  With  a  wave  of  his  hand 
they  were  alone. 

«  Dear  Marguerite,"  he  said  quietly,  «  compose  your- 
self. AU  those  who  stand  in  my  way  and  the  way  of 
my  country  must  be  swept  aside,  but  remember  this. 
They  have  all  received  their  warning.  I  lift  my  hand 
agamst  no  one  who  has  not  first  received  a  chance  of 
escape." 

«  He  was  a  man  so  gallant,"  she  faltered,  «  so  comme 
u  faut.    Listen  to  me,  please." 

She  laid  the  newspaper  upon  the  table  and  kept  the 
flat  of  her  hand  stiU  upon  it.  Then  she  leaned  towards 
mm. 
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Indeed  I  did  it  to  please  you,  to  win,  if  I  could,  a 
httle  more  o  jour  love.  I  knew  that  this  mJk'^ 
Juhen  stood  m  your  path  and  that  you  found  it  dS- 
cu^t  to  remove  him.  Ai,  impulse  came  to  me.  We  had 
talked  together  gayly  as  a  man  of  gaUantry  may  tidk 
to  a  woman  like  myself.    It  might  efsily  pafs  foff^ft 

one.  she  added  looking  across  the  table.  «  know  how 
It  IS  with  me  when  such  words  are  spoken.  Well.  I 
bought  cartndges  for  my  little  pistol  that  you  gave  L 

prettiest  clothes,  and  yesterday  I  went  to  his  rooms." 
Herr  Freudenberg's  cold  eyes  were  suddenly  iked 

"Proceed!" 

« I  meant  to  shoot  him,"  she  confessed.  « I  thought 
hat  if  I  could  not  escape  afterwards  it  was  so  el 
for  people  to  believe  that  he  was  my  lover,  that  it  was 
a  crime  of  jealousy,  a  moment's  passion.  I  said  to 
myself,  too,  that  you  would  help  so  that  after  all  my 
punishment  would  be  a  very  small  affair.     In  no  other 

soi:^;""''  *°  "^  ^°"^'  ""'  *'^-  ^-  d-P-ed  of 
_' Sweet  little  fool!"  Herr  Freudenberg  murmured. 

Did  It  never  enter  mto  your  little  brain  that  you  are 
known  as  my  companion? "  ^  «- 

She  shook  her  head. 

"That   would   have  counted   for  nothing.     People 
would  not  have  believed  that  I  had  any  other  mot^v 
I  should  have  declared  that  it  was  a  love  affair." 

"What  happened?" 
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**  He  was  too  quick  for  me,"  madcn:siselle  admitted. 
"He  saw  me  feel  the  spot  where  the  pistol  lay  con- 
cealed.   He  —  he  snatched  it  away." 

"And  afterwards?"  Herr  Freudenberg  inquired, 
with  the  ghost  of  a  smile  upon  his  lips. 

She  raised  her  eyes. 

"  He  let  me  go,"  she  replied.  "  He  threw  open  the 
door  and  he  laughed  at  me.  Forgive  me,  please,  if  I 
am  sad,  if  indeed  I  weep.    He  was  a  gallant  gentleman." 

Herr  Freudenberg  sighed.  Slowly  he  raised  his  glass 
to  his  lips  and  drank. 

.  "  It  is  an  amiable  epitaph,"  he  declared.  "  Many  a 
man  has  gone  up  to  Heaven  with  a  worse.  Cheer  up, 
my  little  Marguerite.  A  year  or  two  more  or  less  in 
a  man's  life  is  no  great  matter,  and  after  all  it  was 
not  one  warning  which  this  rash  man  received.  You 
have  not  yet  read  the  account  of  the  affai-." 

Mademoiselle  slowly  withdrew  the  palm  of  her  hand 
from  the  paper.    The  paragraph  was  headed: 


SHOCKING  EXPLOSION  IN  THE  EUE  DE  MONTFELIEB. 

She  looked  up. 

"  I  cannot  read  it,"  she  murmured.  "  Tell  me." 
"  It  is  simple,"  he  replied.  "  This  afternoon  an  un- 
fortunate explosion  occurred  in  the  house  in  the  Rue 
de  Montpelier  where  Sir  Julien  had  his  apartments. 
The  whole  of  the  front  of  the  premises  was  blown 
away.  It  is  regrettable,"  he  added,  with  a  little  shrug 
of  the  shoulders,  "  that  in  all  seven  people  perished, 
including  the  concierge.  Mr.  Kendricks,  an  English 
journalist,  was  taken  away  alive,  but  terribly  injured, 
to  the  hospital.    His  companion,  who  seems  to  have  been 
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within  a  few  feet  of  him  when  the  explosion  occurred. 
wa«  unfortunately  blown  to  pieces.     The  details  as  to 
hi.  fate  might  perhaps  interfere  with  your  appetite,  but 
kt  me  at  least  assure  jou,  my  dear  Marguerite,"  Herr 
Freudenberg  continued.  « that  such  a  death  is  ;ntirely 
painless     I  regret  the  necessity  for  such  means,  but  the 
man  had  his  chance.     I  regret,  also,  the  fate  of  the 
other  poor  people  who  lost  their  lives.    Unfortunately. 
It  was  necessary  to  remove  Sir  Julien  in  such  a  way  that 
no  suspicion  should  be  cast  upon  any  one  person.    The 
death  of  the  concierge,   for  instance,  was   absolutely 
essential.     He  was  suspicious  about  some  of  my  men 
who  had  been  making  inquiries." 
" But  it  is  horrible! "  she  gasped. 
"Little  one,"  he  went  on,  « life  is  like  that.    To  suc- 
ceed one  has  to  cultivate  indifference.    Sir  Julien  Portel 
had  many  warnings.    He  knew  very  well  that  if  he  per- 
sisted m  writing  those  articles,  he  was  braving  my  de- 
fiance.    Already  he  has  done  mischief  enough.     The 
whole  series  would  have  undone  the  work  of  the  last  two 
years.     To-night,"  Herr  Freudenberg  continued,  with 
a  sigh  of  relief,  « we  may  open  the  Journal  without 
apprehensions.     There  are  no  more  secrets  disclosed, 
no  more  of  these  marvelously  written  appeals  to  —  " 

Herr  Freudenberg  stopped  short.    His  eyebrows  had 
drawn  closer  together.     He  was  gazing  at  the  sheet 
which  he  held  m  his  hand  with  more  expression  in  his 
.ace  than  mademoiselle  had  ever  seen  there  before 
"  My  God!  "  he  muttered. 

She.  too,  bent  forward.    She,  too,  saw  the  article  with 
Its  headmg:  "A  Maker  of  Toys!" 

Herr  Freudenberg  waved  her  back.    Line  by  line  he 
read  the  article.     When  he  had  finished,  his  face  was 
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almott  ghastly.  He  dwund  his  glass  and  called  for 
the  sommelier. 

**  Serve  more  wine,"  he  ordered  ^-'-^y. 

**  What  is  it  that  you  have  t  she  asked. 

**I  was  a  fool  not  to  have  c-cn  prepared,**  he  an- 
swered. "  There  is  another  article  in  *  .»-night*8  paper, 
but  of  course  he  would  have  sent  it  off  before  —  before 
the  explosion  happened.  It  is  worse  than  the  others !  '* 
he  went  on  hoarsely.  "Thank  Heaven,  that  man  is 
out  of  the  way!  I  would  give  a  million  marks  to  be 
able  to  destroy  every  copy  of  this  paper  that  was  ever 
issued.  It  is  not  fair  fighting!  ...  It  is  barbarous! 
No  longer  can  I  hope  for  any  privacy  in  this  country. 
You  see  —  you  see.  Marguerite?  He  has  written  of 
me  openly.  *The  Toymaker  from  Leipzig!*  —  that 
is  what  he  has  called  me!  These  two,  Kendricks  and 
he,  they  saw  through  me  from  the  first.  They  knew 
what  it  was  that  I  desired.    Damn  them !  ** 

Mademoiselle  crossed  herself  instinctively.  Once  she 
had  been  religious. 

«  Poor  Sir  Julien !  ** 

Herr  Freudenberg  sighed. 

"To-morrow  night,  at  any  rate,**  he  said,  "there 
will  be  no  article.  We  have  made  sure  of  that.  I  pray 
to  Heaven  that  it  may  not  be  too  late !  '* 

She  shuddered.    The  service  of  dinner  was  resumed. 

"  Put  the  paper  away,**  she  begged.  "  Don't  let  us 
think  of  it  any  more.  After  all,  as  you  say,  he  was 
warned.  Nothing  that  one  feels  now  can  do  any  good. 
Give  me  some  wine.    Talk  to  me  of  other  things." 

Estermen  came  in  to  them  presently.  Herr  Freuden- 
berg insisted  upon  his  taking  a  chair.  Once  more  he 
dismissed  the  waiters. 
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"All  goes  wcU,"  Estermcn  announced.  "There  is 
not  an  idea  at  headquarters  as  to  the  source  of  the 
explosion.      I   have   been    round   with   the   newspaper 

"How  is  Kendricks?"  Herr  Freudenberg  asked. 
Alive,  but  bareljr  conscious." 

u^^\^\  *.Pity.'*    Herr    Freudenberg    said    coldly. 

Kendncks    is    responsible    for    a   good    deal    of   the 
trouble.     Did  you  see  that  to-night's  article  is  here?  " 

Estermen  nodded. 
^^  "  He  must  have  been    i  day  ahead,"  he  explained. 

It  was  probably  a  later  one  of  the  series  upon  which 
he  was  engaged  when  the  thing  occurred." 

"This  one  will  do  sufficient  harm,"  Herr  Freuden- 
berg remarked  grimly. 

Estermen  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

;♦  It  is  true,  and  yet  we  have  a  great  start.     Public 
opinion  18  thoroughly  unsettled.     Even  those  who  ac- 
cepted the  entente  as  the  most  brilliant  piece  of  diplo- 
macy of  the  generation,  are  beginning  to  wonder  what 
really  has  been  gained  by  it.     If  I  were  at  Berlin," 
Estermen  continued,  with  a  covert  glance  up  at  his 
master,  «  now  is  the  time  I  should  choose.    To-morrow 
Le  Grand  Journal  will  be  silent.     To-morrow  I  should 
send  a  polite  notification  to  the  English  Government 
that  owing  to  the  unsettled  condition  of  the  country, 
and  the  nervousness  of  certain  German  residents.  His 
Imperial  Majesty  has  thought  it  wise  to  send  a  war- 
ship to  Agdar." 

"The  German  subjects  are  a  trifle  hypothetical," 
Herr  Freudenberg  muttered.  « We  had  the  utmost 
difficulty  m  F3rsuading  an  ex-convict  to  go  out  there." 

"What  docs  it  matter?"  Estermen  asked.     "He  is 
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there.  He  represents  the  glorious  liberties  of  the 
Fatherland.  Millions  have  been  spent  before  now  for 
the  blood  of  one  man.** 

Marguerite  sighed.  She  was  leaning  back  in  her 
place,  watching  the  boughs  of  the  lime  trees  swinging 
gently  back  and  forth  in  the  night  breeze,  the  cool 
moonlight  outside,  refreshing  in  its  contrast  to  the  over- 
lit  and  overheated  auditorium  of  the  music-hall.  On 
the  stage  a  Revue  was  in  full  swing.  Mademoiselle 
Ixe  glanced  at  it  but  seldom.  Her  eyes  seemed  to  be 
always  outside. 

"  Tell  me,"  she  demanded  almost  passionately,  "  why 
cannot  one  leave  the  world  alone?  It  is  great  enough 
and  beautiful  enough.  Will  Germany  be  really  the 
happier,  do  you  think,  if  she  triumphs  against  Eng- 
land ?  It  does  n't  seem  worth  while.  Life  is  so  short, 
the  joy  of  living  is  so  hard  to  grasp.  Don*t  you  think," 
she  added,  leaning  towards  her  conpanion,  her  beau- 
tiful eyes  full  of  entreaty,  "  that  for  one  night  at  least, 
all  thoughts  of  your  country  and  of  her  destinies  might 
pass  away?  Let  us  live  in  the  world  that  amuses  itself, 
that  takes  the  pleasures  that  grow  ready  to  its  hand, 
whose  arms  are  not  rapacious,  and  whose  sword  lies  idle. 
Forget  for  a  little  time,  dear  friend.  Let  us  both 
forget ! " 

Herr  Freudenberg  smiled  as  he  finished  his  wine. 

"  Ah !  dear  Marguerite,"  he  said,  "  you  preach  the 
great  philosophy.  We  will  try  humbly  to  follow  in 
your  footsteps.  Lead  on  and  we  will  follow  —  up  to 
the  Montmartre,  if  you  will,  or  down  to  the  Rue  Royale. 
What  does  it  matter,  sweetheart,  so  long  as  we  are 
together?  " 

She  shivered  a  little  as  his  fingers  touched  hers,  al- 
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though  her  eycH  .till  besought  him.    The  ve.tiaire  wa. 
standing  by  with  her  lace  coat.    She  rose  slowly  to  her 

"To  the  Ruo  Royale,*'  she  decided.     "To-niffht  I 
have  no  fancy  for  the  Montmartre." 


CHAPTER   XII 


DHTBE88INO    NEWS 


Mbs.  Casbabit  advanced  into  the  library  of  the  great 
house  in  Grosvenor  Square.  Her  husband  had  risen 
from  his  desk  and  was  standing  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  upon  the  hearth-rug.  His  dress  was  as  neat 
and  correct  as  ever,  his  hair  as  accurately  parted,  his 
small  moustache  as  effectually  twirled.  Yet  there  was 
a  frown  upon  his  face,  an  expression  of  gloomy  peevish- 
ness about  his  expression.  His  wife  stood  and  looked 
at  him,  looked  at  him  and  thought. 

"  You  ire  back  early,"  he  said.  "  What  is  the  mat- 
ter? You  don't  look  radiantly  1  »  ppy.  1  thought  you 
were  looking  forward  so  much  to  this  bazaar.** 

"  I  was,'*  she  replied.    "  I  am  disappointed.'* 

He  saw  then  that  her  silence  was  not  a  matter  of 
indifference  but  of  anger. 

"  What 's  wrong,''  *'  he  asked  quickly. 

Her  lips  parted  for  a  moment.  One  saw  that  her 
teeth  were  firmly  clenched.  There  was  a  wicked  light 
in  her  strange-colored  eyes. 

"  It  was  that  woman  again,**  she  muttered,  —  "  the 
Duchess !  ** 

"What  about  her?*'  Carraby  demanded.  "She's 
bound  to  be  civil  to  you  now,  anyway." 

soo 
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-I.  fhe?'»  Mrs.  Carraby  replied.  "I.  .he.  indeed! 
Well,  her  civihty  this  afternoon  has  been  such  that  I 
shall  have  to  ^;.ve  up  my  stall.  I  can't  stay  there." 
♦•  What  do  you  mean?  "  he  demanded. 
"Nothing  except  that  before  everybody  she  once 
more  cut  me  dead,  cut  me  wickedly,"  Mrs.  Carraby 
declared.  "  You  don't  understand  the  tragedy  of  this 
to  a  woman.  You  arc  not  likely  to.  She  did  it  in  such 
a  way  this  time  that  there  is  n't  a  person  worth  know- 
ing in  London  who  is  n't  laughing  about  it  at  the  present 
moment." 

"  Beast  of  a  woman !  "  he  muttered. 

Mrs.  Carraby  came  a  little  further  into  the  room. 
She  sank  into  an  easy-chair  and  sat  there.  Her  hands 
were  tightly  clenched,  her  face  was  hard  and  cold, 
her  tone  icy.  Yet  one  felt  that  underneath  a  tempest 
was  raging. 

"  You  know,  Algernon,"  she  went  on,  «  we  had  some 
hard  times  when  you  first  began  to  make  your  way  a 
little.  When  we  first  took  this  house,  even,  things 
weren't  altogether  easy.  Americans  can  come  from 
nowhere,  do  tfie  most  out  agcous  things  in  the  world, 
and  take  London  by  storm.  London,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  cruel  to  English  people  who  have  only  their 
money.  She  was  cruel  to  us,  Algernon,  but  wiih  all 
the  snubs  and  all  the  difficulties  I  ever  had,  nothing 
has  ever  happened  to  mc  like  to-day." 

"  You  '11  get  over  it." 

"  Get  over  it!  "  she  repeated.  «  Yes,  but  I  thought 
that  that  sort  of  thing  was  at  an  end.  I  thought  that 
when  you  were  a  Cabinet  Minister  no  one  would  dare  to 
treat  me  as  though  I  were  a  social  nobody." 

**  You  must  remember  that  the  Duchess  has  a  special 
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reason,"  he  reminded  her.    "  I  suppose  it 's  that  Portel 
affair.'* 

"Yes,"  Mrs.  Carraby  agreed,  "it  is  the  Portel 
affair." 

They  were  both  silent.  There  wasn't  much  to  be 
said,  for  the  moment. 

"  Have  you  heard,"  he  inquired  presently,  "  whether 
Lady  Anne  is  with  him  in  Paris?  " 

"  No,"  she  replied.  "  Somehow  or  other,  people  don't 
seem  to  talk  scandal  about  Lady  Anne.  They  say  that 
she  is  staying  for  a  time  with  an  old  friend  there. 
Algernon ! " 

"Yes?" 

"  Is  it  true  that  you  are  doing  so  badly  at  the  Foreign 
Office?  "  she  asked  bluntly. 

A  little  flush  mounted  almost  to  his  forehead. 

"  I  have  had  the  devil's  own  luck,"  he  muttered. 

"I  can't  take  up  a  newspaper,"  she  continued  bit- 
terly, "  without  finding  it  full  of  abuse  of  you.  TIiov 
say  that  during  six  weeks  the  entente  cordlale  has  vmi- 
ished.  They  say  that  you  have  lost  the  friendship  of 
France,  that  she  trusts  us  no  longer,  and  that  Gor- 
many's  tone  becomes  more  threatening  and  more  bully- 
ing every  day,  solely  on  account  of  your  weakness." 

"  We  can't  afford  to  risk  a  war,"  Carraby  explained. 
"  I  am  a  Radical  Minister.  I  have  represented  a  Radical 
constituency  ever  since  I  came  into  Parliament.  What 
the  devil  should  I  have  to  say  to  my  people  if  within 
a  couple  of  months  of  taking  office  we  were  plunged  into 
war?  " 

"  I  do  not  pretend,"  Mrs.  Carraby  remarked,  "  to  be 
an  active  politician,  but  I  have  heard  it  said  that  the 
best  way  to  avoid  war  is  to  show  that  you  are  not  afraid 
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of  it.  They  say  that  that  Is  whore  Sir  Juh'on  Portel 
was  so  splendid.  Do  you  know  that  the  leading  article 
of  one  of  your  own  papers  this  n.orning  declares  that 
Germany  would  never  have  dared  to  have  said  so 
much  f .  ur,  a  She  had  not  known  that  she  had  only  a 
puppe  to  deal  wu,.  in  the  Cabinet?  You  know  what 
all    th     other    pa;  ers    are    hinting    at?      Is    it    true, 

to  r^^rt;;-'"^  "^"  *"°  '""''•^^  *^°"-"^  p--^« 

"Whether  it  is  true  or  not,"  Carraby  retorted,  « it 
makes  no  difference.  I  wanted  this  post,  wanted  it  for 
your  sake  as  much  as  my  o^-n,  and  I  wish  to  Heaven 
that  It  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea!  I'd  resign  to- 
morrow If  I  could  do  so  with  dignity.  I  can't  nf w,  of 
course.    Every  one  would  say  I  was  chucked.    To  make 

infernal  letters  of  Portel's !  " 

Mrs.  Carraby  raised  her  eyebrows 

ST^^'l^"  ^"^"^  '■*  '"'''  *'^'^*  ^^""'^  ^^«^r«  are  the 
but  foTtbn  "  'T'Z^''''  '  ^"^'^  '^-^d  't  «-d  that 
far  apart  to-day  as  they  ever  were.  I  heard  it  said  only 
this  afternoon  that  those  letters  were  our  only  hope  of 
peace.  They  were  compared  with  the  letters  of  Junius 
whoever  he  was.  Lord  Cardington  told  me  himself  that 
they  were  the  most  splendid  political  prose  he  had  ever 
read  in  his  life." 

"  That  may  be  true  enough,"  Carraby  growled,  «  but 
they  make  it  all  the  harder  for  me.  No  doubt  Portel  was 
a  good  Mmister.  No  doubt  he  was  doing  very  well  in 
his  post.     Now  he  writes  these  letters  every  one  remem- 

r,?  i;  r^^^  *"""  '"'  '''^'''^  ^«'"  bini  back  again.     It's 
bell,  Mabel!     I  wish  to  God  wo  'd  let  the  man  abne! " 
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Mrs.  Carraby  looked  at  her  husband  steadfastly. 
She  was  a  little  taller  than  he.  She  looked  at  him,  from 
his  well-brushed  hair  to  the  trim  patent  boots  which 
adorned  his  small  feet.  She  looked  at  him  and  in  those 
strange-colored  eyes  of  hers  were  unmentionable  things. 
She  turned  away  and  walked  to  the  window.  In  imagi- 
nation she  was  back  again  in  Julien's  rooms.  She  lived 
again  through  those  few  minutes.  If  he  had  answered 
differently ! 

Outside  in  the  square  the  newsboys  were  shouting. 
She  had  stood  before  the  window  for  some  time  when 
a  familiar  name  fell  upon  her  ears.  She  turned  around 
and  touched  the  bell. 

"  What  is  it  that  you  want.?  "  her  husband  asked. 
"  A  paper,"  she  replied. 

A  very  correct  butler  brought  her  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  a  moment  or  two  later.  She  scanned  it  eagerly. 
Then  it  slipped  from  her  shuddering  fingers.  She 
turned  upon  her  husband. 

"He  is  dead!"  she  cried.  "Can't  you  read  it? 
*  Death  of  an  Englishman  in  an  explosion  in  Paris. 
Mr.  Kendricks,  a  journalist,  seriously  injured;  Sir 
Julien  Portel,  the  ex-Cabinet  Minister,  —  dead ! '  " 

She  stood  as  though  turned  to  stone.  Then  some- 
thing in  her  husband's  face  seemed  to  bring  her  back 
to  the  present.  She  turned  upon  him.  Her  face  was 
suddenly  lit  with  some  strange,  quivering  fire.  It  was 
one  of  the  moments  of  her  life. 

"  You  miserable  worm !  "  she  shrieked.     "  You  dare 
to  stand  there  and  smile  because  a  man  is  dead !    You !  " 
He  tried  to  draw  himself  up,  tried  to  rebuke  her. 
He  might  as  well  have  tried  to  stem  a  torrent. 

"  I  've  done  my  best  to  share  your  rotten,  scheming 
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life."  she  cried,  "to  help  you  in  your  dirty  ways,  and 

h  rTl^^'nl"*"  *^'  P^"'^^  "^  ^-'^*«i'  Once  I  saw 
he  truth.  Once  a  real  nian  was  kind  to  me  and  I  saw 
the  difference  I  Ve  felt  it  in  my  heart  ever  since.  FoT 
your  sake  and  my  own,  for  the  sake  of  our  rotten 
miserable  arnhhons,  I  ruined  him  and  sent  him  to  h  s' 
death.  He  IS  dead,  do  you  hear?  You  and  I  did  if 
We  are  murderers !    And  to  think  that  I  did  it  for  you  • 

JlaceM°"~'        '  ""*"''  "^  jou-might  take  his 

She  threw  up  her  hands  high  above  her  head.    There 

had  been  people  who  had  doubted  her  good  looks.     No 

one   at    that   mstant   would   have   denied   her   beauty. 

Even  when  she  had  cast  herself  face  downward  upon 
the  couch,  and  lay  with  her  head  buried  in  her  hands, 
he  dared  not  go  near.  He  stood  there  gazing  at  he^ 
across  the  room.  Perhaps  he,  too,  though  hi!  under- 
stand-.g  was  less,  tasted  a  little  of  the  poison! 

In    '  .  splendid  library  of  his  palace  in  Berlin,  the 
'nak  .oys  leaned  back  in  his  chair  after  a  long 

and  s  --ssful  day's  work.     There  lingered  upon  his 
ips  stiU  the  remnants  of  a  grim  smile,  which  the  dicta- 
tion of  a  dispatch  to  London  had  just  evoked.     His 

;rd7  brgiir '" '''-'"  ^^^  --'-  --  ^^- 

frn^P    ^°""l^"*^"d'"  h«   remarked,   "those  letters 
from  Paris -they  were  stopped  just  in  time,  eh?" 

Jy.  in  time,  indeed,  Highness,"  the  young  man 
replied.     «I  have  friends  who  write  me  fromV^ 
They  assure  me  that  their  effect  was  tremendous.    The 
cessation  of  them  was  indeed  an  act  of  Providence." 
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Prince  Falkenberg's  lips  relaxed.  There  were  hard 
lines  at  the  comers  of  his  mouth.  Yet  if  this  were 
indeed  a  smile,  it  was  no  pleasant  thing  to  look  upon! 

"An  act  of  Providence,  without  a  doubt!"  he  ex- 
claimed, —  "  Providence  which  watches  always  over  the 
destinies  of  our  dear  Fatherland !  " 

"I  shall  bring  you  now,  Highness,  the  foreign 
papers?"  the  young  man  suggested. 

•*  If  you  please,"  his  master  replied.  "  I  read  them 
now,  thank  Heaven,  with  an  easier  feeling." 

The  young  man  retreated  and  reappeared  in  a  few 
minutes  with  a  pi]  of  newspapers.  Prince  Falkenberg 
rose  and  stretched  himself,  lit  a  long  black  cigar  and 
threw  himself  into  a  comfortable  chair  before  the  high 
window. 

"Your  Highness  will  take  some  coffee,  perhaps?" 
the  young  man  asked. 

"  Presently." 

The   great   Minister   unfolded   his   newspapers.     A 
reference  in  the  English   Times  perplexed   him.     He 
turned  to  the  journal  which  only  a  few  days  ago  he' 
had   opened   with   almost   a   shudder.      He   undid   the 
wrapper,  shook  it  open  and  looked  at  it.     Then  sud- 
denly he  sat  like  a  man  turned  to  stone.     The  cigar 
burnt  out  between  his  teeth,  his  eyes  were  riveted  upon 
that  page,   the  black  letters   seemed   to   have   become 
lurid.     The  sentences  stabbed,  he  was  face  to  face  with 
the  impossible.    The  paper  which  he  read  was  dated  on 
the  preceding  day.     Before  him  was  a  fourth  article, 
dated  from  Paris,  dated  less  than  forty-eight  hours 
ago,  signed  "  Julien  Portel."     The  title  of  the  article 
was  "  The  World's  Great  Mischief-Maker !  "    He  read 
on,  read  from  that  first  sentence  to  the  last,  read  the 
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naked  truth  about  himself,  saw  his  motives  exposed,  his 
^cret  visits  to  Paris  derided,  his  foibles  photographed 
He  saw  himself  the  laughing  stock  of  Europe.    Then  he 
leaned  over  and  rang  the  bell 

"  Neudheim,"  he  said,  « let  it  be  given  out  that  I 
leave  to-night  for  Falkenberg  as  usual    Let  the  auto- 

rnhtr^^^''^"'*"  '"'  '^  '°"«  j°""^^^-    I  ^-ve  in  half 

The  young  man  stared.     He  had  fancied  that  those 

dSti::^. '' '"  "^^*^''« '-  ^  *-  --  to  b: 

"rT"^  ^'S^^^s  goes  south?  »  he  asked. 
th„f  ff '^^'       °'S^V'  ^"""^  Falkenberg  replied.    «  See 


CHAPTER   XIII 


ESTESMEX's    DEATH-WAREANT 


In  the  untidy  salon  of  his  bachelor  apartments  in  the 
Boulevard  Maupassant  Estermen  awaited  the  coming 
of  his  master  in  veritable  fear  and  trembling.     In  all 
his  experience  he  had  never  been  compelled  to  face  a 
crisis  such  as  this.    There  had  been  small  failures,  pun- 
ished, perhaps,  by  a  sarcastic  word  or  biting  sentence. 
There  had  been  no  failure  to  compare  with  this  one! 
Herr  Freudenberg  deliberately,  and  of  his  own   free 
choice,  was  accustomed  to  take  huge  risks.    When  they 
came  he  accepted  them,  but  when  they  were  not  inevi- 
table he  as  sedulously  avoided  them.    The  wrecking  of 
Julien's  apartments  in  the  Rue  de  Montpelier  was  by 
far  the  most  hazardous  enterprise  which  had  been  at- 
tenapted  since  the  days  of  the  toymaker's  first  secret 
visits  to  Paris.     Half  a  dozen  human  beings  had  been 
done  to  death  in  a  manner  which  invited  and  even  chal- 
lenged the  attentions  of  the  French  police.     A  terrible 
risk  had  been  run  and  run  in  vain.    The  blow  had  been 
struck  at  the  very  moment  when  its  object  was  unat- 
tainable !    Estermen  shivered  as  he  tried  to  imagine  for 
himself  the  coming  interview.    Gone,  he  feared,  was  his 
life  of  pleasant  luxury  among  the  flesh-pots  and  easy 
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ways  of  Paris;    his  bachelor  apartments,  occupied  in 
name  by  h.m  but  of  which  the   real   tenant  was   his 
dreaded   master.      And    behmd    all    this    apprehension 
urked  another  gnsly  and  terrible  fear!    For  the  twen- 
tieth time  during  the  last  few  minutes  he  peered  through 
the  closely  drawn   Venetian-blind,  and   his   blood   ran 
CO  d.    On  the  pavement  opposite,  before  the  small  table 
of  a  cafe,  a  man  was  sitting  —  the  same  man !    For  two 
days  he  had  been  there -a  gaunt  and  silent  person 
with  a  wonderful  trick  of  gazing  away  into  space  from 
the  columns  of  his  newspaper.    But  Estermen  knew  aU 
about  that !    He  knew,  even,  the  man's  name !    He  knew 
that  he  was  one  of  the  most  persistent  and  successful 
of  French  detectives.    His  name  was  Jean  Charles  and 
he  had  never  known  failure.     Estermen  looked  at  him 
through  the  blind  and  his  pale   face  was   ugly  with 
fear.  °  •' 

The  moment  arrived.     The  long,  gray  traveling  car, 
covered  with  dust,  swung  around  the  comer  and  stopped 
below.    Herr  Freudenberg  was  travel-stained  and  almost 
unrecognizable  in  his  motor  clothes  as  he  stepped  out 
and  passed  into  the  block  of  apartments.     Contrary 
to  his  usual  custom,  he  did  not  at  once  present  himself 
before  the  man  who  awaited  him  in  fear  and  trembling 
Esternien  heard  him  enter  his  own  suite  of  rooms  on 
the  other  side  of  the  stairway  and  give  a  few  brief 
orders.     Then  there  was  a  peremptory  knock  at  the 
door.     Herr  Freudenberg  was  announced  and  entered. 
To  the  man  who  had  been  waiting  for  his  sentence 
there  was  something  terrible  in  the  grim  impassivity 
of  Prince  Falkenberg's  features.     His  face  was  set  and 
white  and   sphinx-like.     Only   his  eyes   shone  with  a 
nerce,  unusual  fire. 
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"What  have  you  to  say,  Estermcn?"  he  demanded. 

"  It  was  a  miracle,"  Estermen  faltered.  "  Sir  Julicn 
descended  le  stairs  with  the  copy  in  his  hand  to  speak 
to  a  caller.  For  seventeen  hours  he  had  been  in  his 
rooms,  for  the  following  seventeen  hours  he  would  prob- 
ably have  been  there,  too.  For  the  intervening  thirty 
seconds  he  happened  to  be  upon  the  pavement.  It  was 
a  miracle ! " 

This  was  the  end  of  all  the  specious  story  whicli 
Estermen  had  gone  over  so  often  to  himself!  Yet  ho 
had  done  his  cause  no  harm,  for  the  few  sentences  he 
spoke  were  the  truth. 

"  You  have  discovered  his  present  whereabouts?  "  his 
master  demanded. 

Estermen  hesitated.  He  feared  that  this  was  another 
blow  which  he  was  about  to  deal. 

"  He  is  at  the  house  of  Madame  Christophor  in  the 
Rue  de  St.  Paul,"  he  faltered. 

His  news,  however,  did  not  discompose  Prince  Falkcn- 
berg.  On  the  contrary,  he  seemed,  if  anything,  to  find 
the  intelligence  agreeable. 

"  Have  you  made  any  inquiries  as  to  his  condition?  " 

Estermen  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  The  household  of  Madame  Christophor,"  he  replied, 
"  is,  as  you  know,  outside  my  sphere  of  influence.  It  is, 
besides,  incorruptible.  I  myself  am  personally  ob- 
noxious to  Madame.  I  could  do  nothing  but  wait  for 
your  coming." 

Prince  Falkenberg  stood  with  his  hands  behind  him, 
thinking.  He  had  relapsed  into  his  former  grim  ami 
impenetrable  silence.  And  while  he  waited  the  sweat 
stood  out  in  beads  upon  Estermen's  forehead.  Greatly 
be  feared  that  the  worst  was  to  come ! 
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askl"*'*"  ^°"  anything  else  to  say  to  me?  "  his  master 

"Nothing! "  Estermen  replied,  with  faltering  hps. 

Prince  Falkenberg's  eyes  were  fierce  orbs  of  light 
and  his  servant  quailed  before  him. 

«  Have  you  any  reason  to  believe  that  the  origin  of 
the  crime  is  suspected?  ♦♦  ® 

It  was  the  question  which  above  all  others  he  had 

T^^l  nT""  ''^'  *  "^'^^^  ^'^d  *  fl"«nt  liar. 

The  latter  g,ft,  however,  availed  him  nothing.     He  felt 

as  though  the  nerves  of  his  tongue  were  being  controlled 
by  some  other  agency.  Against  his  will  he  told  the 
truth. 

"Jean  Charles  is  watching  these  apartments!" 
Ah ! " 

Prince  Falkenberg's  single  exclamation  was  the  death 
sentence  of  his  agent.  Estermen  knew  it  and  his  knees 
knocked  one  against  the  other. 

"  For  six  years,"  Prince  Falkenberg  said,  after  a 
moment  s  pause,  "you  have  lived  an  easy  and  a  com- 
fortable  life,   Estermen, -a   life,   I   dare   say,    spent 
among  the  gutter  vices  which  would  naturally  appeal 
to  a  person  of  your  temperament;    a  life,  apart  from 
the  small  services  which  I  have  required  of  you,  directed 
altogether  by  your  own  inclinations.     Be  thankful  for 
those  SIX  years.     As  you  well  know,  but  for  me  they 
would  have  been  spent  either  in  prison  or  in  the  prob- 
lematical future  world -a  matter  entirely  at  the  dis- 
cretion of  the  judge  who  tried  you.     It  pleased  me  to 
rescue  you  for  my  own  purpose.     You  were  possessed 
of  a  certain  amount  of  low  cunning  and  a  complete 
absence  of  all  ordinary  human  qualities,  a  combination 
Which  made  you  a  useful  seri  ant  of  my  will.    My  one 
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condition  has  been  always  before  you.    The  present  case 

demands  your  fulfillment  of  it." 
Estermen  began  to  tremble. 

^^  "The  man  may  be  there  by  accident,"  he  faltered. 

"  There  is  no  cerUinty  as  yet  that  I  am  even  suspected. 

I'm  — I'm  horribly  afraid  to  die!"  he  added,  with 

an  ugly  little  laugh. 

"  So  are  most  mon  of  your  kidney,"  Prince  Falkon- 

berg  replied  composedly.    «  Nevertheless,  die  you  must, 

and  to-night.  Write  your  confession.  Make  it  clear 
that  one  of  the  victims  was  your  personal  enemy.  I  'U 
dictate  it,  if  you  like." 

"  I  can  do  it  myself,"  Estermen  muttered.  "  Let  mc 
—  let  me  write  the  confession  first  and  then  make  an 
attempt  to  escape,"  he  pleaded.  "  If  I  am  taken,  the 
confession  shall  be  found  upon  me.  It  will  make  no 
difference.  Let  me  have  a  chance!  I  know  the  secret 
places  of  the  city.  I  have  friends  who  might  help  nic 
CO  escape." 

Prince  Falkenberg  watched  his  agent  for  a  moment 
in  contemptuous  curiosity.  Estermen  was  walking  rest- 
lessly up  and  down  the  few  feet  of  carpet,  his  fingers 
and  the  muscles  of  his  face  twitching.  His  words  had 
come  with  diflSculty,  as  though  he  had  suddenly  de- 
veloped an  impediment  in  his  speech.  His  sallow  com- 
plexion had  become  yellow.  His  carefully  waxed  mous- 
tache was  drooping,  a  speck  of  saliva  was  issuing  from 
his  lips. 

"The  request  which  you  make  to  me,"  Prince 
Falkenberg  replied,  "I  absolutely  refuse.  I  know 
you  and  your  cowardly  temperament  too  well  to  al- 
low you  to  come  alive  into  the  hands  of  the  French 
police." 
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.naried"  '"'"'  ^°"''  "''"  ''^'  '^'«^'j'  ^"°"«'''  '*  E-t«"«'^n 

"  ^*  "  n°t  «°»"  Prince  Falkenbcrg  asserted.  «  If  I 
had  ever  valued  my  own  life  highly,  there  would  have 
been  no  Herr  Freudenberg;  and  if  the  whole  history 
of  Herr  Freudenberg  is  discovered,  I  follow  you,  2 
fnend  post  haste.  If  I  «eem  to  be  taking  any  IZ 
to  hold  my  own,  remember  that  mine  is  I  liff  Sh 
IS  valuable  to  the  Fatherland.  You  have  been  and  you 
are  only  «  feeder  a.  the  troughs.     One  more  or  [ess 

Tstck  r,  "!  '^'  r^^  ""^'^'^^  J"*^*  *^«  difference  of 
a  speck  of  dust  —  that  is  all." 

Estermen  shrank  cowering  into  his  seat. 

Id    rather   live  -  in    torture -in    prison    or   in 

chajns-- anywhere!"  he  gasped.     "I  efn't  think  Tf 

Prince  Falkenberg  was  becoming  impatient. 

My  dear  Estermen,"  he  exclaimed,  «  what  prison 

do  you  suppose  remains  open  for  the  m;;rderer  of^^s"  e^ 

men!    You  shrink  from  death      Yrf  Int  ,r.«       "' '•'^^n 

that  .he  «^„,„ti„e,  „i.h  tCtl'^Z^ZVC 

fore  you  day  after  day  through  «  long  trial    i,  no 

pleasant  outlet  fron,  the  world  for  a  sylar  e  '   Be^ 

ph.lo,opher.      Go  and  die  a,  you  have^ived      W  fc 

your  confession    ,un,n,o„  your  dearest  friend  by  t  k^ 

phone,  g,ve   a  httlc  supper  _  you -ll  have  plentvof 

tae-but  see  that  the  affair  is  over  befo,.  midnfght' 

reton    Z\t      ""f"-'     "  '  """  ^™  "''"^  "'■en  I 
ho»^L?h  confession  unwritten,  I  will  show  you 

how  death  may  be  raade  more  horrible  than  anything 
you  ha»e  yet  conceived."  juuug 

Prince  Falkenberg  turned  on  his  heel  and  left  the 
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apartment.     Estcrmcn   remained   for  geveral  moments 
■hrinking  back  in  the  chair  upon  which  he  had  col- 
lapwd.     Then  he  rose  and  with  trembhng  footsteps 
irtole  to  the  window,  peering  out  from  behind  the  blind 
The  man  at  the  c&U  opposite  was  still  there! 


CHAPTER   XIV 


8ANCTUAEY 


"This  afternoon,"  Madame  Christophor  declared, 
looking  thoughtfully  at  Julien,  « I  am  going  to  send 
you  a  new  secretary." 

He  turned  a  little  eagerly  in  his  easy-chair. 
Lady  Anne !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Are  you  glad?  "  she  asked. 

Julien  hesitated.     His  eyes  sought  his  companion's 
face.    She  was  seated  at  the  small  writing-table  drawn 
up  close  to  h,s  side,  her  head  resting  upon  her  left  hand, 
the  pen  m  her  right  fingers  sketching  idle  figures  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sheet  which  she  had  just  written.     She 
was  wearing  a  dress  of  strange-colored  muslin,  a  shade 
between  gray  and  silver,  but  from  underneath  came  a 
shimmer  of  blue,  and  there  were  turquoises  about  her 
neck.     Her  large,  soft  eyes  were  fixed  steadfastly  upon 
his.     There  was  a  sort  of  question  in  them  which  he 
seemed  to  have  surprised  there  more  than  once  during 
the  last  few  days.     A  sudden  uneasiness  seized  him 
His  bram  was  crowded  with  unwilling  fancies.     There 
were,  without  doubt,  symptoms  of  coquetry  in  her  ap- 
poarance      He  had  spoken  of  blue  as  the  one  sublime 
color.    As  she  leaned  a  little  back  in  her  chair,  resting 
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from  her  labors,  he  could  scarcely  help  noticing  the 
blue  silk  stockings  and  suide  shoes  which  matched  the 
hidden  color  of  her  skirt,  the  ribbon  which  gleamed  from 
the  dusky  masses  of  her  hair.  Madame  Christopher 
was  always  a  very  beautiful  and  a  very  elegant  woman, 
and  it  seemed  to  have  pleased  her  during  these  last 
few  days  to  appear  at  her  best.  Julien  gripped  for 
a  moment  at  his  bandaged  arm. 

"You  are  in  pain?     You  would  like  me  to  change 
the  bandage?"  she  suggested  almost  eagerly. 

"  Not  yet,"  he  replied.  «  It  is  still  quite  comfortable." 
She  looked  at  him  thoughtfully. 
"  You  have  the  air  of  wanting  something,"  she  re- 
marked.    "  Is  there  anything  that  displeases  you?  " 

"Displeases  me!  If  you  knew  how  strange  that 
sounded!"  he  exclaimed.  «I  do  not  think  that  a^- 
one  ever  lived  with  such  luxury,  or  was  treated  with 
so  much  kindness,  as  I  during  the  last  few  days.  You 
make  every  second  perfect." 

Madame  Christophor  sighed.  Almost  as  Julien 
finished  his  speech  he  regretted  its  conclusion.  Madame 
Christophor,  on  the  other  hand,  although  she  sighed, 
seemed  vaguely  content. 

"  You  see,  the  fates  against  whom  you  have  so  great 
a  grievance  have  done  something  to  atone,"  she  de- 
clared. «  No  doubt  you  hated  to  leave  your  work  to 
come  and  speak  to  me  in  the  street  that  afternoon.  No 
doubt  your  red-headed  journalist  friend  hated  me  also. 
Yet  if  you  had  not  come,  if  my  automobile  had  been 
detained  a  few  minutes  on  the  way  — ah!  it  is  terrible 
indeed  to  think  what  might  not  have  happened ! " 

She  shivered.     A  moment  later  she  raised  her  eyes 
and  continued. 
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fortunate  enough  to  save  it.     I  think  you  can  almost 
cry  quits  with  us,  Sir  Julien." 

He  smiled  He  was  struggling  to  lead  back  their 
conversation  to  a  lighter  level.  A  certain  change  i^ 
this  woman's  tone  and  manner,  a  change  which  wfs  Z 
«^rr/°  Wearance,  disturbed  him  painfully. 
The  balance  is  already  on  my  side,  dear  hostessf" 
he  assured  her.  «  You  have  left  me  an  eternal  debtor 
to  your  sex  I  shall  never  again  indulge  in  generalities 
^wholesale  condemnation.     It  is,  after  aU,   foolish. 

me  toly%"'^  ^°"  ^'^  ^^"'^"«  "^^'y  ^-  to  help 

She  watched  for  any  trace  of  disappointment  in  his 

ich  puzir:i\?r:  '^^^""^^'^"^'^ ''  ^  ^^^^^*  -«--- 

*;i  have  a  few  social  duties  to  attend  to,"  she  ex- 
pained  a  little  vaguely.  "  Lady  Anne  is  quite  efBcient.  I 
like  her  handwriting,  too.    It  is  like  herself  -  clean^ut. 

«  Y  f  ^t"""  *rr  *''^'^'"  P"'*^^  '^^""t  ^^y  Anne." 
Yet,    he  said,  «a  woman  always  keeps  some  part 
of  herself  concealed."  ^ 

M-7*'"  ^J"\*^f*  ^"^^  ^""^'  *°°'  ^««  h^r  secret?  » 
Madame  Christophor  asked,  raising  her  eyes 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.    Lady  Anne  entered. 
She  came  a   few  yards   into  the   room  with  a   slight 
«mile  upon  her  lips,  and  nodded  pleasantly  to  JulL 
In  her  slun  stateliness,  the  untroubled  serenity  of  youth 
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reflected  in  her  smiling  face,  she  represented  perfectly 
the  other  type  of  womanhood.  Madame  Chribtophor 
rose  dehberately  to  her  feet.  For  one  swift  moment 
she  measured  the  things  between  them.  She  herself 
was  conscious  of  a  greater  inteUectual  maturity,  a 
more  subUe  quality  in  her  looks,  a  beauty  less  describ- 
able,  more  exotic,  perhaps,  but  also  more  provocative 

J^^^I  ^^h''  "^^  ''^'^  **  ^^"^  finger-tips,  the  small' 
arts  disdamed  by  this  weU-looking  and  perfectly  healthy 
young  woman.  She  turned  her  head  quickly  towards 
Sir  Juhen.  It  was  the  idle  impulse  of  the  man  or 
woman  who  plucks  the  petals  from  a  flower.     Julien 

was  gazing  steadfastly  at  Lady  Anne Madame 

Christophor    picked    up    her    belongings    and    moved 
towards  the  door. 

"Be  merciless  to-day,  my  friend!"  she  exclaimed, 
pausing  upon  the  threshold, —  «  virulent,  if  you  will' 
Le  Jour  was  screaming  at  you  last  night.  Jesen  has 
lost  his  head  a  little;  or  is  it  the  lash  of  his  master 
which  he  feels?    How  can  one  tell?  " 

.*_l^'*^f  *°-"^«^*'"  Julien  remarked,  with  a  smile, 
who  will  read  Le  Jourf  I  shall  tell  the  story  of  the 
purchase  of  that  paper  by  Herr  Freudenberg.  French 
people  will  not  love  to  think  that  the  pen  of  Jesen  has 
been  guided  by  the  hand  of  Germany." 

Madame  Christophor  made  a  little  grimace. 
"My  friend,"  she  declared,  "my  house  is,  I  believe, 
the  safest  spot  in  Paris,  yet  there  are  limits.  Bemem- 
ber  that  you  have  become  a  celebrity.  There  is  an 
agitation  in  England  to  have  you  back  at  the  Foreign 
Office.  AU  Paris  is  divided  upon  the  subject  of  your 
life  or  death.  And  there  are  men  here  in  the  city  who 
seek  for  you  night  and  day  with  death  in  their  hands. 
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My  house  is  sanctuary,  but  no  one  can  write  such 
things  as  you  are  writing  and  deem  himself  secure 
agamst  any  nsk." 

He  smiled  at  her  confidently. 

«  Yet  you  would  not  have  me  leave  out  one  single 
Ime,  you  would  not  have  me  lower  the  torch  for  one 
second!  You  suggest  caution !- you,  who  haven't 
the  word  fear 'm  your  vocabulary!  It  is  your  house, 
not  mine.  There  are  more  bombs  to  be  bought  in 
Paris.  Yet  tell  me,  would  you  have  me  spare  a  single 
word  of  the  truth? »»  f       >*  -mgie 

She  flashed  back  her  answer  across  the  room.  For 
the  moment  she  forgot  Lady  Anne.  They  two  were  on 
another  plane. 

"  Not  one  word,"  she  assured  him,  with  soft  yet  vi- 
brant earnestness.  «  I  would  have  you  write  the  truth 
m  letters  of  fire  upon  the  clouds,  for  aU  Paris  to  see. 
You  have  a  message.    See  that  it  goes  out." 

Madame  Christophor  closed  the  door  softly  behind 

r*,   ^"^  "  '^'"^'"'^  ^"^''^"^  «*  *^^  «P°t  f«"n  which 
she  had  disappeared.     Then  he  drew  a  little  breath. 
She  IS  wonderful!  "  he  muttered. 

at  h?m^  ^"^  *°°''  "^  ^^^  ^^"'     ®^^  ^""^'^  ^"""^^S 

"  Let  us  begin,"  she  said.  .  .  . 

They  wrote  for  hours.  JuHen  was  in  the  mood  for  this 
final  and  fierce  attack  upon  Le  Jour  and  all  the  powers 
that  stood  behind  it.  He  held  up  Falkenberg  to  de- 
nsion  —  the  charlatan  of  modern  politics,  the  Puck  of 
ilerlm,  whose  one  sincerity  was  his  hatred  for  England, 
and  one  capacity,  the  giant  capacity  for  mischief  He 
wound  up  his  article  with  a  scathing  and  personal  de- 
cunciation   of  Falkenberg,   and   a   splendidly  worded 
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appeal  to  the  French  nation  not  for  one  moment  to  be 
deceived  as  to  the  character  of  this  tireless  and  am- 
bitious schemer  after  his  country»8  welfare.  All  the 
time  Anne  took  down  his  words  in  fluent  and  flowinir 
jmtmg.  When  at  last  he  had  finished,  he  looked  af 
the  sheets  which  surrounded  her  with  somethinir  like 
amazement.  * 

«  Why,  what  a  pig  I  Ve  been,  Anne! »  he  exclaimed 
glancmg  from  the  table  to  the  clock.    «  You  must  have' 
been  writing  for  nearly  three  hours ! »» 

She  was  busy  picking  up  the  sheets. 

"  5"^*^'  I  sliould  say,"  she  answered,  «  but  I  loved 
It.     Now  I  am  going  to  ring  for  tea,  and  afterwards 

nrLTT  '?   A*  *^r"«^-     ^^  ""'^^^  «^*  ^^  ™«nu- 
script  down  to  the  office  to-night." 

"  I  shaU  need  you  when  I  read  it  through,"  he  re- 
minded her.    «  There  will  be  corrections." 

"i^^^Z  i^*^'"^  Christophor  or  I  will  be  here,"  she 
replied  "Madame  Christophor  may  have  some  other 
work  for  me." 

He  looked  at  her  curiously. 

"Even  you  are  different,"  he  murmured. 

«  T  .  f  %*,*  °''''^  '^*'**  ^°"  ^^'^^^  "  «he  begged. 
I  wish  I  knew,"  he  confessed.  « To  tell  you  the 
truth,  Anne,  a  curious  feeling  of  detachment  seems  to 
have  come  over  me  --  during  the  last  few  days  especiaUy. 
It  IS  such  a  short  time  since  I  was  living  the  ordinary 
sort  of  mechanical  life  in  London,  engaged  to  be  mar- 
ried to  you,  and  my  doings  day  by  day  all  mapped  out 
—  a  Me  mterestmg,  of  course,  but  without  any  real 

the  thin  edge   of  nothing,  writing  such   things   as  I 
should  never  have  dareu  to  have  said  from  my  seat  in 
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only  biTuse  .  littrZJririnTr"""^  ^  "'■^ 
it.  Ai,d  you,  Ar,«e,  areT^  by  '  v  !m  '"'"*?'  "P"" 
•ecreUry,  the  friend  of  «  ^ni-        ''^        *  "  P'o'MS'onal 

bette.  tL.  wir™^iha:tu";er?„t'"d''""V' 

we  were  engaged  to  be  marri^r  m?,t..  ^  """^ 
to  «.,  Anne?    How  did  we  get  here^^         '  '"P'*'"^ 
She  laughed  at  him  tolerantly. 

—  well,  don't  be  anerv  hnf  ^«., »        T  ^"°  ^°" 

»f  a  prig,  are  you.'JSie'nt  'wr ellHtthT"'''! 
more  human.     Of  rniir««  ™  starched  and 

We  a«  both  n,o/e  ":„:»."'  "'  ""'  --panionabJe. 
He  nodded. 

to»ake  me  fook  at  tht^'di^ettTr  tu7V'""'* 
sud.  a  short  time  for  suoh^an  absolute  ehan;.-''  '"™ 

i-.tr^.trSeC  -"  "-^  ■•»^-'-'- 

^iTxrdrrwra:;t:r7-n'-? 

to  mak.  u.  see  things  h..f  n  -fl  .  *°°''  *  '^°«^ 
fully  Wind  You  '»  hi  ^\"!'*^^'-  °^  "«  remained  wfl- 
and'a  bett  IZ  I'n  et^"  ^^^  -'^<^  before  long 
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"And  you?" 

"  I  have  hopes  some  day  of  becoming  a  perfect  secre- 
tary," she  confessed.  « If  I  fail,  I  wiU  at  least  make 
more  bows  than  any  one  else  in  a  day." 

He  leaned  towards  her,  showing  a  sudden  and  dan- 
gerous forgetfubess  of  his  bandaged  arm. 

"  Anne,"  he  said  firmly,  « if  I  go  back,  you  go  back 
Sometimes  I  think  that  I  shaU  never  regret  anything 
that  has  happened  if  —  "  •'6 

The  door  was  softly  opened.    It  was  Madame  Chris- 
tophor  who  entered  with  a  little  pile  of  letters  in  her 
hand.    Lady  Anne,  with  slightly  heightened  color,  rose 
to  her  feet.     There  was  something  in  Madame  Chris- 
tophor's  eyes  which  was  ahnost  fiercely  questioning. 
i(  t"J  ^  "°*^  disturbing  you,  I  trust?  "  she  asked  slowly. 
I  bring  Sir  Julien  some  letters." 
He  caught  up  the  sheets  which  lay  by  his  side. 
"  I  will  not  even  look  at  them  until  I  have  corrected 
my  article,"  he  declared. 

Madame  Christophor  settled  herself  composedly  in 
an  easy-chair. 

"Lady  Anne  shall  read  it  aloud,"  she  proposed 
calmly,  «  and  I  will  assist  in  the  corrections.  For  the 
French  edition  I  may  be  able  to  suggest.  The  papers 
to-day  are  most  amusing,"  she  continued.  «  The  Ger- 
man press  is  almost  unreadable.  No  wonder  that  there 
is  a  price  upon  your  head,  my  friend! " 

Julien  moved  restlessly  in  his  place. 

"I  have  had  the  most  extraordinary  luck,"  he  re^ 
marked.  "No  other  man,  naturally,  knew  so  much 
of  Anglo-German  and  Anglo-French  relations.  And 
instead  of  being  at  home  in  Downing  Street,  and  muz- 
zled, I  happened  to  be  here  on  the  spot,  to  run  up 
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•gaiMt  Falkenberg,  discoTCr  hi.  I.»l        i. 

with  my ,™  .p„if;  Cm' ■?•  ^"^  «'r«'  "f 

M.dame  ChrMtophor  .mfled  enigmaS,     af 
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That  night,  for  the  first  time  since  his  arrival  in 
the  house  as  a  guest,  Julien  dined  downstairs.  To  his 
surprise,  when  he  presented  himself  in  the  smaller  salon 
to  which  he  had  been  directed,  he  found  the  table  laid 
for  two  only.  Madame  Christophor,  who  was  standing 
on  the  threshold  of  the  winter-garden  opening  out  from 
the  apartment,  read  his  expression  and  frowned. 

"You  expected  Lady  Anne  to  dine?"  she  asked 
bluntly. 

Julien  was  taken  a  little  aback. 

"  It  seemed  natural  to  expect  her,"  he  admitted. 

Madame  Christophor  moved  towards  the  bell,  but 
Julien  intercepted  her.  He  remembered  all  that  he  owed 
to  this  woman.    He  was  ashamed  of  his  lack  of  tact. 

"Dear  Madame  Christophor,"  he  pleaded,  "forgive 
me  if  for  a  moment  I  forgot  how  altered  things  are. 
Indeed,  it  was  not  a  matter  of  choice  with  me.  Of 
course,  it  will  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to  dine  tete- 
&-tete  with  you !  " 

He  was,  perhaps,  a  shade  too  impressive,  but  Madame 
Christophor,  as  all  women  who  greatly  desire  to  read  in 
a  man's  words  what  they  choose  to  find  there,  hesitated. 

su 
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your  dear  Ls^y  A„„e.  but'lhe  3  I  l::e'::tr„,r' 
conunon.    Come  and  see  my  row,  '•  *•  "" 

f«nt  with  the  perfumfof^^^t'TH     *^''''*'  '"'"°"* 
butler  announced  the  service  of  dinnpr  «„^  *u         .         * 

of  .e  ..at.r  Ti  ;o::hC:!;:r;trs: 

of  pearl,  which  were  twined  about  her  „"k     HeT. 

^^rrrrd^r^VL-r-r^ris 

"i»^.  at  the  .dtThrVr-^Hn^X-'hSf 
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ingenuoui,  half  unwilling  admiration  in  his  face,  and  she 
laughed  at  him. 

"  Ah,  my  friend,*'  she  murmured,  "  I  can  see  that  you 
object  to  the  r61e  of  listener !  Very  weU,  then,  you  shall 
talk.  You  shall  teU  me  of  your  life  in  England.  You 
shall  tell  me  what  dreams  have  come  to  you  for  the 
days  when  once  more  you  shall  help  to  shape  the  desti- 
nies of  your  nation.  Tell  me  how  you  mean  to  live' 
ShaU  you  be  again  — what  was  it  Lady  Anne  thought 
you?  — a  prig?"  ** 

"  I  am  like  many  other  and  more  famous  men,"  he 
remarked.  «« I  have  learned  much  in  adversity." 
««  jI^^'^  ^^  English  papers,"  she  continued  presently. 
I  have  also  a  large  correspondence.  Do  you  know 
that  there  is  nearly  a  rebellion  in  your  party?  Ques- 
tions  have  been  asked  about  you  in  the  House.  Both 
sides  want  you  back.  There  is  a  feeling  that  you  were 
allowed  to  go  much  too  easily,  that  the  indiscretion  of 
which  you  were  guilty  was  a  trifle.  Tliis  man  Carraby 
IS  what  you  call  — a  cad!  That  does  not  do  in  the 
high  places.  Nationality  cannot  conceal  a  lack  of 
breeding." 

«  "  \*»*^e  thought  over  many  thir     ,"  JuHen  admitted. 

If  the  way  is  made  clear  for  me,  ,f^ll  go  back.  Why 
not?  I  believe  that  I  can  serve  ly  country,  and  it  is 
the  life  for  which  I  am  best  fitted.  Carraby  may  have 
his  good  points,  but  his  ambitions  have  been  a  little  too 
extensive.  He  would  have  made  a  better  mayor  of  the 
town  where  he  was  bom." 

«  You  a  e  right,"  she  declared.  «  There  is  no  place 
for  such  men  in  the  great  worid.  You  will  go  back. 
:  18  written.  See  —  I  drink  to  England's  future  Prime 
Minister ! " 
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^^^Z^:  fcti^-.r  .'•"""'  •""  J-'  «'«> 

«t  the  gl„.  d„„,  ,^;°'     H.f  r'"/>  ""?"■""•    SI" 
near  hi..  '"•    «"'"»<' l«y  for  a  moment 

"  You  will  so  baclc  ■>  .i. 
«et.     The  pef^le  wL^rr'^-    "  ^ou  will  for- 
period  of  adversity  wm/      *    ''''  "'*  ^'^  y°»'  b"ef 
it  not  so?  »  ^  '''"  ""^"^  '°  y^-^  «ke  shadow..    I, 

He  took  her  hand  «„d  raised  it  boldly  to  his  Ii„« 
It  wjU  never  b<»  IJlf«  *i,  *     -.i         •'         "  "?*• 

he  a..ured  her.    «  Tht  1  .h'  ^  ^"u"'.''""  •■<»*"■." 
forget."  '"  •"  """«•  "kieh  one  doe.  not 

She  did  not  withdraw  her  hand     I. 
'n.^ft.ger.  wa.  f.i„t  but  inlLu^lf "  """""  "^ 

«t  «m  a^L't'te :  oS^i-rht  r'"K— » 

by  that  unimportant  woman  and  .r  \  .  '"'"  '^''-^'^ 
fol  to  you.    I  had  i,  ..  ,        "'"'''  "**  "«•  h«'e- 

^".^ly  a  n."fer.'.erhn^r  I'tf  '"'  ""««'' 
the  fetters.     To  mp   fh.      "  ,  *''  /'  *oo.  ^as  wearing 

abominable.  .  .      Yol   L »   .        °'  ^°"'   ^^^   «--^d 
-  a  terrible•dJ;;rt'.eft'7*o"^'^^^^^ 
marrying  a  great  man   ^  „     •  '         ^"*''^^  *^*'  ^  ^as 
and  I  found^ysera^l^T'"''  ""  ^"^P^'^^*  statesman, 

wealthy  pXjtn J  -^^.  th  t  j  ,„  ^^^j^ 

be  Princess  von' Pa^trria^irL^r  ^'j^^^t 
n'on  were  bad  enouirh    thp  t  "^tolerable.     The 

breathe.    I  w«  no  "VA    /     T'l  ^°""-     ^  <^0"W  not 
was  no  part  of  my  husband's  life.    I  was  no 
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pHrt  of  any  one's  life.  The  German  women  did  not 
undersUnd  me.  My  hu.band  —  oh,  he  i.  very  German 
la  Jus  heart!  — only  laughed  at  my  complaints.  He 
wonld  have  been  perfectly  willing  to  see  me  become. 
as  tho^r  others  —  Aatt,/rflM*n,  bearers  of  children,  « 
dorn-i.  ,xrticle.  So  we  separated  ~  divorce  at  that 
i»a  urt  vas  impossible.  I  came  back  to  Paris." 
'  i Cu  h*d  no  children?  ♦*  Julien  asked 
"  Oiio  !>oy,»»  she  answered,  her  oycs  becoming  very 
•oit.    •   n.>  not  let  us  speak  of  him  for  a  monienf 

■^  *  '*  ■  ""•  '"  ^er  continued.  Outside,  the  water 
fr<,.i  M.o  '.  I  »in  fell  into  the  basin  with  a  gentle 
imi,.fouou.  ,,und.  The  perfume  of  the  roses  stole 
thrcugh  he  pen  doorway.  One  softly-shaded  lamp 
ha,  ooon  hi,  bur  the  rest  of  the  lofty  room  remained  in 
shadowy  obscurity.  The  light  from  that  one  lamp 
set  med  to  fall  full  upon  Madame  Christophor's  beau- 
tiful face. 

"I  loved  my  boy,"  she  went  on.    «♦  It  was  part  of  my 
husband  8  cruelty  to  detach  him  from  me.    He  has  the 
law  on  his  side.    I  may  not  even  see  Rudolf.    Very  well 
I  do  my  best  to  steel  my  heart.     I  come  here  to  live' 
I  have  many  friends,  but  Falkenberg  is  the  only  man 
to  whom  I  have  ever  belonged,  and  he  has  treated  n.e 
as  he  would  have  treated   one  of  those  others— lijs 
companions  for  the  moment.     I  have  occupied  myself 
here  m  work  of  different  sorts.    I  have  tried  in  my  way 
to  do  good   among  women   less  happy,  even,   than  1. 
Wherever  I  went  I  saw  that  every  woman  who  has 
sinned,  every  woman  who  is  miserable,  every  woman 
who  has  become  a  blot  upon  the  earth,  is  what  she  is 
by  reason  of  man's  selfishness.     Can  you  wonder  that 
I  have  grown  a  little  bitter?  " 
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the  molt  un.crupuIou.  Demon  .h"  u  ^!^  *°  ""* 

^!:^^^rJL^;\:^  Yet 

ag.in'l: ::;  ;i;r.  ttx  J/r  ^^  '^-^  »-•"' 

madne..  wa.  over     hTw    m  ^^     *"°"  intervened,  the 
Juben?  "  •    "'^^  "^^  *^«  ^°"  t*»i»k  I  am,  Sir 

Julien  was  a  little  startled. 
;•  How  old?  "he  repeated. 

old.     I  believe  tL^r/h     \  V^  ^^^^'y^ine  yo^rs 

ing  fortune-hunters  to  the  d^  ^J^,"^"'^'*^'  °^  "^ow- 
ionolines«  Falkenberg  ht  t7olt^:7 iZv'''  '" 
«^eps  to  make  a  divorce  possible   I  .if  ii  *"^ 

b-  again.  I  have  not  sCwm  a  i;  r^  '"  T 
t-  .ears.  The  threat  is  losingVteL  I  "'  "T  ' 
are  listening,  my  friend? »'  ...  You 

"Of  course!'* 

A'K-^^-"-     The  othe.  .„.„t,  ^.a 
fed  some  touch  of  tZ  T  !t  .         ^    "^  '"  '«""'^'i  t" 

She  ^.y:n:tt^:^z  ''"™"«'i  <■".«■- 

cheeks  was  brilliant     W..  •  f  *'°^°'"  *°  ^^^"^ 
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great  things,  a  woman  inspired  by  a  purpose.  Julien 
was  afraid  He,  too,  felt  something  of  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment,  but  his  brain  seemed  numbed 
There  was  nothing  he  could  say.  She  threw  herself 
back  into  a  low  chair  and  drew  him  down  to  her  side. 
With  her  other  hand  she  caught  hold  of  a  cluster  of 
pink  roses  and  pressed  their  cool  blossoms  to  her 
cheek. 

"Sir  Julien,"  she  murmured,  «I  have  looked  so 
steadfastly  into  life,  I  have  striven  so  hard  to  find  a 
place  there     I  have  something  to  give.    I  do  not  come 
empty-handed.     I  can  place  offerings  upon  the  altar 
of  the  great  god.    I  have  myself,  my  brains  such  as  thev 
are,  and  the  golden  key  which  unlocks  the  wonderful 
doors.     Can  you  wonder  that  I  ask  for  something  in 
return?    I  have  stood  in  the  marketplace  of  life,  I  have 
passed  down  between  the  staUs,  and  I  am  humiliated. 
Ihere  is  no  lifir,  there  is  no  career  upon  this  world  for 
a  woman     It  is  a  strange  doctrine,  perhaps,  to  preach 
in  these  days,  but  I  have  searched  and  I  know  it  to  be 
the  truth.     Nature  meant  woman  for  man,  and  if  she 
rebels  there  is  no  seat  for  her  alone  among  the  mighty 
places.     Alone  I  can  win  none  of  the  things  I  desire 
You  see,  I  talk  to  you  «ke  this,  nakedly,  because  we 
are  of  the  order  of  those  who  understand.     You  very 
nearly  married  a  duke's  daughter  and  became  a  middle- 
class  politician.     Don't  do  it.     Don't  think  of  it  any 
more,  Julien.     You  were  meant  for  the  great  places, 
and  I  think  - 1  think  -  that  I  was  meant  to  hold  the 
torch  to  light  you  there !  " 
"  Madame  Christopher !  " 

She  started  at  his  tone.     In  the  splendid  arrogance 
Of  her  assured  position,  her  brilliant  gifts,  her  ahnost 
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inspired  individuality,  failure  ha^ 

Even  now  she  ref  ufed  to  r   Y.u'''^'  '^^'''^^  *«  her. 
face.  "*  *°  ^^^  **»^  message  in  his  set 

^^^''^^^^^^^^^^^  towards 

Julien,  rub  your  eyes-  T  *  ,  ^^^  ^''''  ^^^  Sir 
way  to  the  sLs^  fady  MrTl  '"  ^  ^T'^"  *^« 
look  nice  at  the  head  o/a^  rtaWe  t  "^T  "H 
the  papers  and  take  an  iniir      V-  ®^^  ^^  '^a*' 

to  prove  that  .he  understand?  JltrT  T""",; 
give  you  phenacetin  when  vou  h.Z  i,  j  .  ^  "''' 
m  ,our  h„u«  with  thTrigh?  .ort  of  J'^r'^'ct  ""' 
be  very  «niable  and  verv  Tt IH  «K  T  1  ®'"  ""' 
the  debates  and  she  'B  rit  ,m  f  "  "  '''"'^'  '^»'' 

pretty  dressing^^s^t^  "  ^/P  '"  ^™  ■""■<**  in  a 

grow,  brick  b/bric7  and  v„,..,?  T  "*^  "'"  "'" 
and  find  then,  e,  Btv  .„H  r  ?  r '  '''^''  "?  »°  «"  *« 
none,  «,d  a  web  tffl  b  "  '^  ""'  """'<'  "■'^  b™' 

your  brain  war  be'lg^^7„/S:e"V'T.  '^l*'  "" 
go,  and  you  II  never  bf^^v       u     *"'  'boughts  will 

«cian.    k  know"e^/;fc  ",   tr"'"'"'  P""" 

great  pit  of  unhapphL"iL'tl:de^ V*  ten"  f 
have  been  ,„e„„f„,  ;„  ^^^^.^  p,„,  J^^  ,.■"*  ■»"  "bo 

tb'™  S^ breyttXt-  -'"■'„'"  "'"^  "  '"* 
b«  e.t.     Stm  shetS,r  hfrtV  '"""'""'  '» 

tbatTLVthe'wTv'in.^'t?'''  ■"««"••     "J^"-  - 

"  ListenPh   eri^  Zl'^^VT'  "f"" 
everything  except  your  lo""^  Thank  h""  ""'"^  ^ 

Everything  ««p«  n,y  love!"  .^e  e«Wn,ed,  with 
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^li^T.  ?°*",*»r*"""«  i°  her  tone.    «  Everything  er- 
cept  my  love!    Are  you  mad? »»  j       n  ^<i^' 

of  Thf  W  T*  *'°'  *°°**^"'-    She  tore  a  handful 

cLhL  r°"-  r"'/  ''^°«*  *'^  '^"^  commenced 
crushing  them  m  her  fingers.  The  sound  of  footsteps 
scarcely  disturbed  her.  The  butler  appeared,  followed 
by  Lady  Anne.  The  former  excused  himself  with  1 
grave  face. 

bergt'w"'  ^'  ""°""'^'  "**^^  ""^^^  "°^  ^'^«»- 

i^iu*"!f  ^hristophor  turned  slowly  around. 
^^  The  Prmce  von  Falkenberg !    Where?  " 
**  In  the  waiting-room,  madame." 
She  moved  away.    She  did  not  gUmce  towards  Julien. 
1  come,"  she  announced. 

h.n^f^\^  "°^'  *'""'  ^  her  hand,  which  she 
handed  to  J«Jien.  He  threw  them  hastily  aside  and 
drew  her  sudd«Jy  into  his  arms  and  into  the  shadow 
of  the  giant  palm. 

noi*^'"  *""  ^^^^^^'  "°°*  ^^"""^  °^  y°»r  mother, 
not  because  you  would  make  me  a  suitable  wife,  bu 
because  I  love  you,  will  you  marry  me? '» 

He  felt  her  rehuc  in  his  arms. 

"  Julien !  "  she  murmured. 

"I  didn't  finish  the  sentence,"  he  went  on.  — "to- 
morrow at  the  Embassy? '» 

"Absurd!" 

"It 's  the  only  way,"  he  insisted  confidently.  "We 
couldn't  be  married  in  London.  All  the  tribe  of 
Harbord  would  come  and  boo,  and  it  would  save  no 
end  of  gossip  and  bother  when  we  got  back.    Anne  - 


^^^ 
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I  love  jrou  very  much  and  I  want  vn..  •     . 
I  can  get  jou! »  °*  ^°"  J"»t  «»  won  as 

«  We«7"''  ^''  ^°"  P"*  ^**  «^«  th« V'  she  said  softly,  ^ 

^^Jhe  Rue  de  la  Pai,  i3  at  our  gates,"  he  .minded 

self^tearis'"  t.^r\  "^°"  --'*  «ho-  your. 

"Not  it-" ?;  /7^th^ng  terrible  wiU  happen  " 
fiot  It.     he  replied  confidently.     «It»« ^T  *i  *   » 

His  arm  crept  a  littlp  ft.-tK  *  *°°  ^'^te- 

drew  her  even  further  h-  i  "^""'^  ^^'  ^««t,  he 

« I  think  ?h  r^L  TwsT^^^^  tn  '"?^"«  p^- 

you  asked  me!  "  she  wLsp^  Jf ***'  *^*°  *^^  J*«t  «n>e 
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maI^^«T  ^"""'^  F-Jkenberg  declared,  with  a  for- 
maj^  bow,      I  owe  you  a  thousand  apologies  for  this 

Madame  Christophor  looked  at  him  across  the  room 
and  m  her  eyes  there  was  no  welcome  nor  any  anger^ 
only  surprise.  "^       * 

pr^Il"  '"^'"  '■"  "^'^'^  ■""■  "**»  -orf  ot  . 
Falkenberg  smiled  icily. 

;S  '^i-'!  "^  ^^t^clys-ns  in  life,"  he  said,  «  whirlpools 
into  which  one  may  sometimes  be  drawn.    One's  wm  is 

"n'r'-  ryT'^rV'^  '^  *^**  unfortunate  position" 
tor     w"'>  ^'*r^°'  ^-J^^i  steadfastly  at  her  visi- 
tor.   Was  It  her  fancy  or  was  he  reaUy  growing  older 
this  man  of  iron?     The  story  of  the  list  few  weeb 

eyes,  a  deep  Ime  across  his  forehead. 

h  JL^?""^  ^"I"  "'  ^"''  ^  '"^*^'"  «^e  i^^ited,  sinking 
herself  wearily  into  a  chair.  «  TeU  me  as  quickly  a! 
you  can  what  has  brought  you?  "  ^ 

"f'''*«m^'    ^'■°"«^*    ™*»"    Falkenberg    answered 

the  shadow  of  your  petticoats." 

SS4 
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Shelter  from  your  assassins !  •' 

other,,  to  no  purpose."  '"•'""^  "'""l 

"H«i«ine,"  Falkenberg  declared    «f„ 
death  of  that  m«,.   T  „  «"«""'««.      to  secure  the 

Madame  Christophor  shive^^. 

Falkenberg  frowned. 

"  There  is  something  between  n«  ««„  *      x. 
«.nal  enmity,"  he  retorwTro^,; '^Jt' *■"»  P^'? 
enemy  1  would  deal  with  in  su^r.  ^  f'^'-ml 

no  doubt  would  commind  iLf  ,         ™"""  "'  ^  """ke 
Portel  is  more  ^X        LI"  ^T.'"""'"-   •^""™ 

"untry.      Upon    ll,    tt„efore     I  IhTf  °'  ""^ 
mercy."  "iereiore,    1    shall    have    no 

i.  ^  puLlLXf^f  J°"J:  !t'  -P""--    /'There 
q  W  Broken  your  t."^  oJ-h^-ZtX'j 

"  I  want  Julien  Portel ' " 

Madame  Christophor  skrugged  her  shoulders 

■•c:z  rdiTaf a!T"'  r-  «-•••■ 

declared  bitterly     "  H    f       '  """"'"  falkenberg 

-.thth::^infeJ!i-rttr.:mi 
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jL!^T  J"^""*  ''*"'*  *^'^  "'^"^y  ''^^^  ^^g^t  Le 
T^^'  ^°^''  T'^  <»^*«1  °f  n'y  campaign  here." 

have^rseTJ""^"  "*'^"'"  ''^  "'^^*  "-^«  -»* 
"But  there  was  no  one  else,"  he  interrupted,  "who 
had  the  special  knowledge  which  Portel  hasf  He  came 
from  the  Foreign  Office,  with  the  records  of  the  last  two 
years  m  h,s  mmd  At  Berlin  he  and  I  crossed  swords. 
He  18  the  onlj  Englishman  who  has  ever  caused  me 
a  moment's  uneasiness." 

"  Are  you  sure,"  she  asked,  « that  your  campaiim 
here  has  been  a  wise  one?  "  campaign 

"  The  wisdom  of  Solomon,"  he  replied  grimly,  «  can 
be  made  to  look  like  foUy  by  the  accidenTof  foilu" 

T  ^L'!/"*  ^^^^^^  *'  *°  ^*«  ^»^°«'-  No  one  has 
studied  these  matters  as  I  have  studied  them.    No  one 

Fnir^  '^  tj"th  more  clearly.  An  alliance  between 
England  and  America  is  a  matter  of  a  few  years  only, 
and  when  it  comes  the  progress  of  Germany  is  set  back 
for  a  generation.  The  one  absolute  necessity  before  me 
was  to  cut  the  bonds  between  England  and  France  and 

tn^^t"  ^^"^^r^'^'"'''  ""^  quickly -diplomat- 
^Uy,  If  possible;  by  force  of  arms  as  a  last  resource. 
We  don't  seek  war,  Henriette.  We  are  not  reaUy  a 
bloodthirsty  nation.  We  seek  territory.  We  need  new 
ands-fru  tful  lands,  trade,  the  command  of  the  seas 

"  mus?r   ^*     r?*  r  ™*  ^^  P^*^^"^  "«^««'  then 
It  must  be  war.     England  for  the  present  is  weakly 

governed.     She  is  in  the  throes  of  labor  troubles.    Her 

political  parties  are  ill-balanced.     There  is  a  puppet 

at  the  Foreign  Office.    Now  is  the  time  to  strike  " 

cnlHlt'  '«7r  *°  *'"  """  ^""^  ««<^rets?"  she  inquired 
coldly.       I  have  no  sympathy  for  you  or  your  country." 


*^«^N^i« 
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we  duipatched  a  gunboat  t„  .     ^"f-'y'TOr  hour,  ago 

man  to  iro  therp  ««j        'England.    We  paid  a  Ger- 
danger.    Wet"  Zt  ""'',.•"  .T""'  "»'  !»  "«•  » 

have  taken  the  chance  that  F^fi.  V    'I  ?  '"'""•    ^ 

Julien  Portal  before  1?  '"''  T'^^  '  """'  have 
Foreign  Offli  before^? c^?.*^'  '"■'»  '^^  «°  the 
•trong  n,an  in  DowuL It^"  ^  .T"  ""'*'^'-  ^ 
upset  everything  »  ""'  J  """'"re  might 

^^A^tZtZ"   »"?t  .Tiif /-  r  JuHen 

ever.  a.  to  why  y.u  imagine  Ztll'l  '^'  t""'  '""'■ 

"  Becanae  I  ai,  going  to  buvhiJ.*      *""  '""'  "P'  " 

>Kf«  asMrted.  *      ^  *""  '""■  y""  Fallcen- 

half.'co'S'X"""'  *""  """  "'  ■"■■"■  '■'^'  -""-'y. 
"  Buj  him !    You  •  » 

divorce,  and  jour  son  »    ^  ^^^P^n^ation  for  your 

frate"*  Po*'""°'  '""'"^  *°  ?«««  through  her  whole 
frame.  For  a  moment  she  closed  her  eves  Th  t 
sprang  to  her  fppf  o«j  <,*     j       .  -^    '     -"^"^n  she 

«  Th;«  ;»  ;  **°°'^  quivering  before  him 

don  Wn  r-"'  ^°"'  *^^P-'  "  «^^  -^-ed.  '^«^You 

R^Sjr^nf:^^.^'''^:^-^':!  have  brought 

a  few  minutes     Look  ;„;    tt  ^^  '"  ^°"^  «™s  in 

-cro.e.-the^-r^:--^„i^.o„.^ 
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A  low  erj  broke  from  her  lip..  I„  the  tonneau  of 
^e  groat  touring  car  outside  a  little  boy  wa. Tini 
back  amongst  the  cushions,  asleep.  ^   * 

"He  is  tired."  Falkenberg  said  slowly,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  woman.  "He  has  come  aU  the  w^^ 
from  Berbn  without  an  hour»s  rest.  Am  I  to  take  2 
bad^  to-morrow?    It  is  for  you  to  decide." 

teZ;-"^*'"'^'"^"^^-      "«o   you  accept  my 

"But  he  is  hungry!  "she  cried.    « I  can  see  that  he 

«h^gry!    And  he  is  so  He -let  me  fetch  hhnL/' 

h..     1  'r*'  ^  "  ^""«'^'"  ^'  ^**»»«'  'Agreed.     "He 
has  also  been  asking  me  questions  about  you  all  the 

way.    He  believes  that  he  is  goinff  to  see  vou     T  * 

believe  that.    You  consent? "       *  ^         ^' *°°' 

deZfed"'  ""*'^  "*"'  ''  "  *^*^  ^-  '^"^?  "  «he 

hiH  f^^  "'  *°  ^"'*'''"  ^'  ^^'^^^d  «^ftiy.    "  Inform 

::^^^'^^'     ^'^^"^'^  -*«^^<^  h-  with  gri 

"  And  then  ?  "  she  inquired. 

He  hesitated. 

"  I  have  made  some  plans,"  he  said  slowly.  «  Jf  he 
rrrarc^A/^"'  ''''''  *°-"^«^*'  ^^  -^  -*e  no 
for^^"*  ?'  '?°^'  '*'  *^"  ^"S^»^  P'^**  Clamoring 
P®°       he  will  take  up  his  old  position." 
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«»  w«lJ.    Then  d,eZ„„  ,    ,     *!''  "y"  «*«'  "Pon 

my  Ufe.»  "  ■'"''™  ^^ortel  what  i,  fcft  „, 

Falkenberg    stood    mrfecUv    .CM 
do«Iy.     Then  hi.  eve.  fflS',:  k"'    "'*?'"»«    <»' 
light.  ^      ^^  "'*■'  »  »«*len  bright 

"  You!"heexch>uned     "  Vm,       »  • 
•nberg- offered        „„lf    ^""-P""""  ™n  Fdk- 
refuMd?"  J-oofMlf    to    thi.    man    ud    were 

Ja"ri.T:;hori:i:tdniie!f^'^''^™'«^^  ««<- 

him  .  little     He  wZ^jt      ""«*"'*  P-^^'ed 

i«g  the  wrong  noIT  N^^^r  „!"  ''"  f  ""•^■ 
wa.  thrurt  u^n  him.     "'"'''""'  "»  »■""  of  .peech 

"  Madame,"  he  said  at  last   «  I  .».•  •     i 
P'y.    Thi.  man  ha.  putlll  JKr'"''f  '°'""  "^ 
WhUe  he  live.  y„„  »«ld  nevef    L'T    T""  ^°"- 

Tale-Lt^af rr-r*  '»  ^^  --'^''«^'^ 

^^^.r-ngh-rsj^,--'"  -^  - 
"  Yon "irs::  ::*■  *'  "e™-* «'""  -  >»  -•«'■ 

«o_ unpmifeWM.         '  '""' '    ^"^  """W  ■»'  1»«  him 
"I  am  not  .ure  that  he  was  to  bUme." 
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**Not  to  blame?"  Falkenberir  ren**^^^    «ak 
nhAMi*     «iv«..ij  ~»«nuerg  repeated,  with  em- 

Jo^if  .^^    u  T  '**''*  "'^  *^"*^«  «»•*  you  threw 
youmlf  at  his  head  unasked,  without  encouraJmrnT 
--70U.  the  proudest  woman  in  Fnmce?    One  dS.  „" 
beheve  such  follj!'*  .  »"«:r    une  aoes  not 

J^N«.rtlKl.„.  it  i.  tk,  ,„th,»  M.^  Chrirtopho, 

Mkenberg  .miled  inc«d„Ioa.Iy,  but  h.  ..id  nofti,,, 
M^  Chratophor  h«J  fo^d  her  «y  one.  ™f, 
to  tiK  window.    Sh.  .t«Hl  «»„,  looking  down  ta,o T 

"  uLfyzTv"  ^^'^''  *■•*""»'«  ?«>»■■■«)• 

wia    H.  !.  .     *  """'l^an  or  «,  America,  if  vou 
wut    H.  «  ,oup  own  «,n.    Take  him.    I«ivemTflr.l 
b.™^,„  n,,  count,,.     You  wiU  not  ,S^VTl 

howeven  saw  the  longing  i,.  her  face.    If  wa.  enough 
He_.iiddenljr  changed  hi.  t«*iM.  "**■' 

won.a?L  p-^L^;"^''"  '"  -«».-"!*  i.   another 

po^t  o,  bursting.  *S::*ho1' htod*r.  ZXZ  ht 

felt*,h.    ^  had  wo™     Ihrb  r*"*  '°  ""•    »' 
inunediately.  *""'"■  "PP"'"'  '^ost 

You  will  conduct  the  Prinoo  vnn  i?-ii     1. 
the  winter-garden,"  she  direct™     T"  ^'^^^^"^^''^  »*<> 
to  Sir  Julien  Portel."  ^^  '^*"'^'  *°  'P«^^ 
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A  swift  gesture  showed  him  h^r  a:    -j      . 
nance.    It  was  reasonable  d'-ordered  oounte- 

"  I  follow.**  she  announced. 


CHAPTER   XVn 


oxrsAT  yoB  falxxwbsxo 

Amoko  the  palms  of  Madame  Chri«tophor».  con- 
•ervatory.  Juhen  and  Lady  Anne  were  livSg  through 
tW^o  kT  K"'  l^  ^''"  **"*°'^-  The  wonderful 
^r/.U^;K.  T""a  ^'^  **'''";  '*  '^*'  »">««« -almost 
trifles.  They  spoke  m  halting  sentences,  they  were  at 
times  ahnost  incoherent.  The  marvel  of  it  was  so 
great! 

Lady  Anne  was  the  first  to  hear  the  sound  of  ap- 
proaching  footsteps.    She  listened.    It  was  not  Mada.^ 

J&arm.  "*""""•     ''^  ''''  ""''  ^<*  ^^^ 

^^  "  It  is  Jean,  the  butler,  who  comes,"  she  whispered. 

tie  conducts  some  one.** 

On  the  threshold  of  the  winter-garden,  only  a  short 
distance  away,  they  heard  Jean's  voice. 

♦  Monsieur  le  Prince  will  find  Sir  Julien  Portel  a 
few  steps  further  on." 

mg  face.       Juhen,  what  does  it  mean?  " 

Juhen  rose  to  his  feet.     The  footsteps  were  close  at 
Hand  now  upon  the  tessellated  pavement.    Then  through 
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Jfoul    Juhen  exclaiwd.    "Well?" 

"Why  so  lurpriwd,  Sir  Julien?"  i.       ._  . 
forgtl  that  thi.  i,  „;  ».;,!  h„  J^^'    "^^ 

c»lti«  which  We  .„"fedi^t;^„°'"\  ^  'i'"'  <»«- 
I-OPPJ  t.  „y,  b«„  «„„vrf     I  h.    have  l„^.y.  I  „, 

PK«.nt  ««?  It  i,  r"  *'"'  <•'  '"»'I«me.  Vou  win 
^TheywerebothLt  t;a"'"k;r''"'  '  ■*'"'"" 
word.  of  inSciioif  ^  "'"»  ""  <»"«•';-« 

•■■•enemj-.    I  «„  „„t    j '' 7.''™>'kvo.  that  I  ,m 
admirer."  I  «m  hi.  .mcere  and  heartfelt 

"  It  is  at  J»«»f      ^  •        "**  misbehaved. 

a  trifle  too  a^Z  Lt  K    \"  '^i'"*  ^^'^^  ^  *™  P«'h«P« 
my  countr^T        ^^'^^  ^'  «houJd  not  use  them  against 

"You  haven't  forced  your  wav  m  K        x     . 
phrases,**  Juh'en  assprf^^     i-lli  T^  ."*  "®'®  *«  ^andy 
that  yoi  w^t?"       ^  *  ^*"*  ^«"%-    "  What  is  ft 


;ll 


S44  THE   MISCHIEF-MAKER 

/•"Y?"',1  '''""°'"'«  "'"'S'ed  rofUy.  "You  „. 
fnead!  M«lan,e  1.  P„„„.,e  _  „,  w Ke  who™  .^ 
W  known   ..  M«lan.e   Chrirto J„_&tTt  T 

^wm.  to  ,o„  orursi^^xz-jori  I 

cannot  reconcile  you  to  my  company."  ^  "»  «  ^ 

Julien  was  sUrtled,  Lady  Anne  incredulous. 

ame  Ch^is"foL       '!'   i^'  '""""'  ^^^^^'«^'  "  *hat  Mad- 
ame Chnstophor  intends  any  such  act  of  inhospitality  » 

wife  will  be  here  herself  in  a  few  moments.  Yoi  shaM 
hear  what  she  has  to  say  from  her  own  lips.  You  mus 
remember  that  I  have  paid  a  price.  I  have  Xn  "o 
he  guardianship  of  my  son.  You  yourself!»^he  eo" 
tinned  looking  steadfastly  at  Julien,  « ma;  know  if 
any  other  cause  exists  likely  to  have  influenc^  my  li  e 
in  granting  my  request."  ^ 

Julien  set  his  teeth,  but  he  did  not  flinch. 

berg?      he  demanded.      "Another  brutal  attempt  at 

TJZl  'r^  ^^"  "^'''"^^  ^^<^^^'  -ingrL- 

to  use  the  methods  of  other  generations  with  impunity? 
The  thing  ,s  absurd.  There  are  too  many  who  know 
al^ady  the  secret  of  Herr  Freudenberg,  maker  of  toys^ 
There  are  too  many  who  will  know,  also,  before  loL 
the  secret  of  the  explosion  in  the  Rue  de  Mont;elier ! '' 
l-alkenberg  nodded  gravely. 

"I   understand,"    he    admitted.      "One    moves     of 
course,  always,  with  the  knife  at  one's  heart.    YetTinti 
now,  I,  personally,  am  safe.    Another  man  dies  to  nigh 
even  as  we  talk  here,  and  confesses  himself  guilty  of  the 
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Hu.d.M.ntpeli„.,^,.    But  let  tk.  ^' 

although  I  haw  ~i„«iTr'   ^  .  ^   '""^y   xtoit, 
""W.    Th.„»^r'  "' '"''  t-'igM,  that  I  .J 

<»«■  thrown  awajr.  The  °Lrt''"7'""  ^  •^<»'- 1"' 
«»  «cri««,  and  effort,  l7*"  "' "-^f"!  intrigue, 
«*«./..  have  been  ™:5^J  alZt'"?un'°/'""'^^*= 
Wical  pen.    Very  well   for  -fc?  l''  *'''  y"'  <<«- 

accept  defeat -I  Ij,  .""*"'  f  We  done  I  wfll 

But  there  i,  the  futare"      "^    *''"'  ''"">"'  ««>Hce. 
«matofit?..j^„„^^ 

«™tot"ttr;;tsrt7  rr-  =»  * '»- 

Government.    I  vreLrr     \    ^'"^'^^  °'  a^J  Enirlish 

,    "Not  in  theleast"  FaJk'T^^^""'^^- 
W  the  position  aXeui^^^^^^  "  ^.u 

of  which  jou  are  a  mpmvl  •  •  ^^^  Political  partv 
You  haveVholS  T^t'^y"  ^7^  '°^  «  ^^^  *^- 
ti^e  Irish  vote,  Jou  Ve  tuS^^tb:^/^^"  '°"«^* 
jour  partjr  there  is  n't  a  man  U  i  /"  *^"  '*"^«  «f 
I  will  not  have  ^ou  go  1™^^ '^^  '  ''^^  "  ^^^  ^ou. 

back     I  r '*  ^*PPf «'"  Julien  announced  « I  an,       • 
oacjc.    I  have  heard  from  Ent'and  f T  •     ™  *^'"« 

fn«,d  Carrabj  is  resigninir '"^  '''°^"«-    ^°"^ 

Falkenberg  shook  his  head     Hp  r«      •    . 
there  was  an  ominous  flash  t*  hi  *'"'^  *^'*^'"'  ^"t 

"  You  wouJd  make  a  m  staTe  "  V^"'  .  . 
ever  goes  back  -  succesSl'^'  Do  iTf  .''•    "  ^«  ^^ 
fm  twenty  jrears  jour  senior'  ll    T  ^°°^- 1  ^ho 

;t:v-' »-'  "<•  cr-^el  otL^rxSLTr 

He  drew  .  eha,r  tow.„,.  th™  „d  ,.t  down,  cro,.- 
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faflu^n.^*^  ""^  ^°°^'"*  ^""""^  *^'"  ^^^  ^  '"^-'"y 

vn!  ®^5""!" f  ^^  ^'»^*^'  "  *«d  you,  my  dear  jonng  lady 
jour  enhre  future  depends  upon  this  little  Jnverfation' 
Can  you  not  put  it  out  of  your  minds  for  a  few  mo 

maker,  the  ogre  of  aU  respectable  Britons?    Can  you 
not  remember  only  that  I  am  a  weU-meaning,  not  un- 
kmdly  old  gentleman  who  has   some  good  advice  to 
offer?     You  at  least  will  Lsten   to   m!,  LadyTnne 
Do  I  look  hke  an  assassin  by  choice?    io  I  sim  l.ke 
the  sort  of  person  to  indulge  in  these  dangerous  ex  r 
h        Z^"'  amusement?    You  are  both  young,  you 
have  both  your  lives  before  you.     Why  do  you    Sir 
Juhen,  voluntarily  put  the  yoke  about  your  neckTWhy 
do  you,  my  gracious  young  lady,  suffer  the  man  with 
whom  your  life  is  to  be  linked  to  deliver  h  mTe"  o"  r 

glamor  to  those  who  have  dwelt  within  the  walls      Sir 
Juhen  has  dwelt  there  and  so  have  I.    He  know    in  ht 

suspicions      One  gives  up  one's  life  to  be  flouted  and 

nusunderstood,  to  be  accused  of  evil  motives  anreverv 

mag'nable  cnme.     When  it  is  aU  over,  when  one  his 

aL  one  has  done  could  have  been  done  just  as  well  by 
the  next  man  m  the  street.     That  is  the  end  of  it 
^d  against  all  that,  you  two  have  the  worW  before 
you      Youcanje  rich -very  rich  indeed.     You  can 

strange  countries,  you  can  wander  where  you  will,  and 
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all  the  tune  affairs  ;«  *k         , ,  ^*' 

They  «I1  me  grerfrll^/  ^  j""™, .»  y"  "Mtry. 

in  life  to  be  plucked  «,.„.  '^'""t  "•*'"""•  «»«« 
from  the  high  pl«^,  i  ^d"  "^,  Z'}"*,  «">  be  ««hed 
I*t  me,  at  lejt,  Lady  An^  ^  !  '"  "  ^''''^  ■  ■  ■ 
port?    Miad,  1  ■„  nof  tht:  ;„;tn„~rd  r"" 

M^^f/'^^-    "»  *='"'«'.  "will  answer  y„„  ,„, 

•  1  ?"',  ^  "'"'  yo"  own  decision  »  v  «     t 
«.sted.     « I  »a„t  J  ^       ;.   ^"•''"'"berg  i,- 

w«nt  yoo  to  teU  me  th.t  .  '™"'  '"  '  »«  "•     I 

She  .hook  her  he  J       ""'  °«"^  ""■  "■-" 

-king  it.    YoJ'ty  uLtZl  r  s"""  '•"'"■■'""»'  ^^ 

nnstaken  Sir  JuHen-,  idea. -'a„Vmr„e  ^'  ""'  "'" 
S.V^t'S"''"^*»'-«™rm«red. 

didMt:i7t.:r^.hef"!S'7^  '"■''•  "^'-  -'w... 

you  propow,  then    th.f  ^  !.    , .  "^  "'""■..ion.     Do 
»ni!"'  "  '"""'^  "*  ^»"  »-™V  Falkenberg 
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**Do  I  seem  to  you  so  ingenuous?  "  Julien  inquired. 
"I  am  wondering  what  resources  are  open  to  me.  I 
might  propose  to  Lady  Anne  here  that  she  telephone 
for  the  gendam^es.  Why  should  I  not  have  an  escort 
to  take  me  to  an  hotel?  " 

Falkenberg  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  I  like  the  idea,"  he  admitted.  "  By  all  means,  do 
as  you  say.  Only  do  me  the  favor  to  remember  that 
this  is  my  wife's  house  and  with  her  authority  I  request 
that  you  leave  it  immediately." 

**  I  wonder,"  Julien  asked,  **  what  may  be  in  store  for 
me?  —  what  pleasant  schemes  you  have  hatched?" 

Falkenberg  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

**  Listen,"  he  said,  —  "  if  you  listen  attentively  you 
will  hear  the  murmur  of  Paris  calling  you  back.  Almost 
you  can  hear  the  falling  of  a  thousand  feet  upon  the 
pavements  of  the  boulevards,  the  voice  of  life.  You 
may  find  an  asylum  there.    Who  can  tell?  " 

They  heard  the  soft  swirl  of  a  woman's  gown  passing 
over  the  marble  floor.  They  all  turned.  It  was  Mad- 
ame Christophor  who  stood  there. 

**  Still  here?  "  she  remarked. 

Julien  frowned. 

"  It  is  not  my  intention  to  linger,"  he  assured  her. 
"  Prince  von  Falkenberg  has  given  me  your  message. 
I  am  prepared  to  go." 

Lady  Anne  moved  hastily  forward. 

«  Do  you  know,"  she  cried,  « that  they  will  kiU  him? 
Do  you  know  that  this  man,"  she  added,  pointing  to 
Falkenberg,  "  has  admitted  it  ?  Would  you  dare  to 
send  him  out  to  be  butchered  in  the  streets  ?  " 

"The  young  lady  exaggerates,"  Falkenberg  pro- 
tested.   "  This  is  a  perfectly  respectable  neighborhood. 


Let  riif  present  to  you  .Monsieur  IJourgfin  of  (he  Freneh  Detective 

Service  " 

I'd 'It  :u'.i 


J 

Si 
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of  my  car.**  •      ®  protection 

^J«^  CWoph.,  .ighed.     She  w.vrf  b«k  Sir 

"Hie.     AtoiMt  immwhatcly  a  taU,  pale-faced  m»n   i„ 
dark  ckthe.  appea«d,  f„,Wed  b;  Jean     htbuZr. 

Mj  dear  Pnnce,"  .he  said  to  her  husband  <■  I  d„ 
...ure  you  that  you  need  have  no  special  a„ril    ^ 

Faitrf  ™S;  r^To^^T"  ~  ^  Wnce  von 
Monsieur  Bourgan  saluted.    The  two  men  looked  at 
h™,-as  jet  they  scarcely  understood. 
I  .™  '"PP""'"  Madame  Christophor  continued,  "that 
I  an.  a  somewhat  nervous  woman,  but  you  see  I  can 

to  have  S,r  Juhen  here  with  n,e,  but  in  a  sense  if  w„ 
"  '^'POns.bU.ty.     It  occurred  to  me  then  To  »n  J 
n-e,«^to  the  Minister  of  the  PoiiZ  tthapZ  to' 
bf  .  peat  fnend  of  mine,  and  at  hi,  suggestion  Mon 

both  well  know,  very  distinguished  in  the  Service   hZ 
Uken  „p  h.s  resident  in  my  house.    He  has  ZpieS 
P   •.■natter  of  fact,  the  next  room  to  Sir  Julien? 

.«,'?«,  ""'l:^  "^'  *"■""*  »'  tb^-  «".  "  if  I  kept 
th„  htUe  matter  secret,  but  I  know  that  men  hate  a  fusV 

bus'S^/thtM''™"';"'^  '''^'  "■"■'-■«  to  b^; 

nusband,     that  Monsieur  Bourgan  accompanies  vou  to 
your  rooms.    You  need  not  fear  then  any  molesta&n!" 
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There  was  an  absolute  silence.  It  was  brokoi  at 
last  by  the  Prince  von  Falkenberg. 

**I  must  confess,'*  he  said  slowly,  "that  I  do  not 
altogether  understand.** 

Madame  Christophor  faced  him  wiUi  a  faint  smile 
upon  her  lips.  The  smile  itself  told  him  all  that  he 
desired  to  know. 

"But,  my  dear  Prince,**  she  declared,  "it  is  my 
anxiety  for  your  safety  which  induces  me  to  propose 
this.  Only  a  few  minutes  ago  you  were  telling  me  that 
you  feared  that  you  had  become  an  extremely  unpopular 
person  in  Paris,  and  that  the  very  streets  were  not  safe 
for  you.  Under  the  circumstances,  one  can  scarcely 
wonder  at  it!  The  French  Gk}vemment,  however,  is 
above  all  small  feelings.  A  private  citizen  in  Paris, 
even  though  he  be  an  enemy  of  France,  is  a  person 
to  be  respected.  The  protection  of  the  detective  force 
of  Paris  is  at  your  service.  Monsieur  Bourgan,  you 
will  do  me  the  great  favor  of  conducting  my  husband 
to  his  rooms.  Afterwards  you  will  return  here  to  con- 
tinue your  watch  over  Sir  Julien.** 

"  I  am  entirely  at  your  command,  madame,**  Mon- 
sieur Bourgan  replied. 

Falkenberg  hesitated  for  one  single  moment.  He 
seemed  to  be  measuring  the  distance  between  Julien  and 
himself.  Under  the  pretense  of  picking  up  a  match, 
Monsieur  Bourgan  was  almost  between  them.  Falken- 
berg laughed  softly,  then  most  graciously  he  made  hia 
adieux. 

"  Lady  Anne,"  he  said,  bowing,  "  one  is  permitted  to 
wish  you  every  happiness?  Sir  Julien,  let  me  assure 
you,"  he  continued,  "  that  it  has  been  a  pleasure  to 
renew  our  acquaintance.     Dear  Henriette,"  he  added, 
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ll^ttu.    care    for    mjr    safety    touche.  me!      And  the 

him  and  placed  a  footln  oist^irSot^^ir: 
of  yourself,  dear  Rudolf.  Monsieur  Bour^an  I  LT 
will  watch  over  vou  well      V»*  „      ''""^gan,  i  know, 

who  take  risks  aliajs."  ^°"  '''  °"*  «*'  «»°- 

Falkenberg  raised  her  fingers  to  his  lips. 
Almost,  dear  Henriette,"  he  murmured,  «  you  make 

She  leaned  a  little  towards  him. 

"TaLt'v'i"-  °"t""'"^'  ^"^°'^'"  «»>«  »aid  softly. 
Take  my  advice.    Leave  Paris  quickly."  ^ 

His  eye.  held  hers  as  though  seeking  for  some  mean- 
ly ^^'J?';?'-  Sh^°^J^«hook  her  head.  He  turn^ 
and  followed  Jean.    Monsieur  Bourgan  brouiAt  ,m  f K 

""Re^.'^l  ^5"f  L'°'  «Hrugg51r7htldeI  ^'^ 
.       Really,"  she  declared,  with  a  sigh,  -  life  is  becom 
mg  ahogeiAer  too  complicated.     N^'er  mL    I  ha" 
^t  „d  of  Pnnce  Falkenberg  for  you,  Sir  JuliU.    Be- 

K"     '  ^  *^^"''  ^^'^  ^°°«-    ^^«*-  -  there  goes 

"  yoJ^^  ll':;f^^'"^^^- "  ^^^^  ^-  -^"P-ed. 
Madame  Christophor  was  already  moving  away. 
Not  really  wonderful,"  she  replied.    "Only  a  little 
human.    I  must  go  to  my  boy."  ^'J  a  mtle 
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THE   ONK    WAY   OUT 

EsTEBMEN  started  up  from  his  chair.  In  the  unlit 
room  the  figure  of  his  master  seemed  to  have  assumed 
a  portentous,  alnmst  a  threatening  shape. 

**  Who  »s  that?  "  he  cried  out 

Falkenberg  calmly  turned  on  the  electric  light. 

**  Still  here,  my  friend?  "  he  remarked  significantly. 

Estermen  began  to  tremble. 

**  There  is  plenty  of  time,"  he  faltered.  «  I  am  not 
sure  about  the  man  opposite.  It  may  be  some  one  else 
he  is  watching." 

Falkenberg  walked  to  the  window  and  stood  there  in 
the  full  glare  of  the  light.  The  man  opposite  ^as  still 
sipping  his  eternal  cof;ee.  He  glanced  casually  at 
Falkenberg  and  back  at  his  paper. 

"  You  fool !  »♦  the  latte-  said  to  Estermen.  «*  Can't 
you  see  that  he  is  waiting  only  to  draw  the  others  in? 
Do  you  know  that  I  —  I,  Von  Falkenberg,  Chancellor 
of  Germany,  have  received  what  they  are  pleased  to 
call  a  hint  from  the  French  Minister  of  Police  that  it 
would  be  advisable  for  me  to  leave  Paris?  This  is 
your  blundering,  Estermen !  " 

"  Not  mine  only,"  the  man  muttered.  «  Do  you  know 
that  tkere  are  those  who  wait  for  you  in  your  rooms?  " 
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Falkenberg  turned  away. 

"Stay  here  till  I  retuni.»»  he  ordered. 

His  servant  hurned  up  to  him. 

-tL'^*'"  wait,  for  Your  Highness,"  he  announced, 
•*  the  Baron  von  Neudheim.*» 

Falkenberg  started. 

"  Here?  »'  he  exclaimed. 

wai'ts'"alsTl"'"""'^'*   P"^^**   *P-^"'-*-     There 

Falkenberg  had  already  departed.     He  opened  the 

d^j  of  his  room.     His  secretary  rose  hastily  to  his 

"r?"*«*I;,/°"  '**''^'  Neudheim?"  Falkenberg  de- 
manded.   «  What  has  happened?  "  "^  »  ae- 

trouSr"wT\*''u  ^T*   ""*"    '^P"'^^'    "*»^*«   " 
trouble.     Withm  half  an  hour  of  your  leaving,  I  had 

important  news.     I  dared  not  telegraph.     I  have  fol- 

«  r  ^°"'„  i  ^^""K^  '^''^^  *^«'»  ^'°"»  the  frontier.- 

seriou^?''"'    ^*^''^°*^'«  »*'d  ^'^^"Jy-    "It  is  something 

J  Indeed,  yes,  Your  Excellency! '»  the  Baron  contin- 
ued.       It  18  concerning  the  Agdar  matter." 
Falkenberg's  face  lit  up. 

betteH""^*'"**"'"'"   ^^  "^^*™«'*-     "So   much   the 

Baron  von  Neudheim  shook  his  head. 

"  P°J  «°^e.  I  am  afraid,"  he  said,  « we  have  been 
trapped.  His  Excellency  himself  sent  for  me.  The 
reply  from  Downing  Street  has  been  received." 

*|  Well?  "  Falkenberg  interrupted  impatiently. 
Your  Excellency,  the  reply  to  our  note  is  exceed- 
ingly courteous.     It  states  that  the  unrest  referred  to 
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had  already  been  reported  to  the  British  Govenunent. 
and  a  warship  which  left  Portsmouth  under  sealed 
orders  some  months  ago  was  instructed  to  proceed  to 
the  port  last  week.  The  note  goes  on  to  state  that  no 
intmiation  was  given  to  Germany,  as  the  British  Gov- 
ernment was  not  aware  that  Germany  had  any  interests, 
but  It  further  contains  an  assurance  that  the  welfare 
of  all  white  men  will  receive  equal  attention." 

Falkenberg  set  his  teeth. 

**  What  battleship  was  sent?  "  he  asked. 
«  "Pf  *^^*»***  *he  young  man   replied  slowly,-, 
a  fcrst-class  cruiser,  twenty-six  thousand  tons." 

Falkenberg  was  silent  for  a  moment.     His  face  had 
grown  dark. 

u  *1^"™ ""'"  ^^  muttered,  « was  a  third-rate  gun, 
boat!  Who  in  all  Downing  Street  could  have  plamied 
a  coup  like  this?" 

"It  was  Sir  Julien  Portel  —  his  last  pfficial  action," 
the  Baron  answered.  «  The  papers  to-morrow  will  be 
fuU  of  this.  The  Press  of  Germany  and  England  and 
i?  ranee  have  the  whole  story." 

«  Which  is  to  say,"  Falkenberg  exclaimed,  « that  we 
else?*"         *^^  laughing-stock  of  Europe!     Anything 

"  There  is  an  imperial  summons  commanding  your 
reTuctantr*  ^""^'^^"^  **  °°'^^'"  ^eudheim  acknowledged 

«I  start  for  the  frontier  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour," 
Falkenberg  decided.  « I  shall  drive  to  Chalons  and 
telegraph  for  a  special  train  from  there." 

"  You  will  let  me  accompany  you?  "  the  you  man 
begged. 

Falkenberg  hesitated,  then  he  shook  his  head. 
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r  ^,VVL"  "^.7"^  ^^^  y°"  'etu™  by  train,  Take 
a  days  holiday,  if  you  will.    You  wiU  be  back  ii  time" 

Ihe  young  man's  expression  was  clouded.  He  was 
obviously  disappointed. 

Berlin.     It  is  best,  mdeed,  that  I  should  be  by  your 

Falkenberg  held  out  his  hand. 
J  My  dear  Fritz,"  he  replied,  "you  wiU  obey  my 
orders,  as  you  always  have  done.    It  is  my  wish  that 
you  return  by  the  ordinary  train  to-morrow'n^ht." 
There  is  nothing  I  can  do  — no  message  —  " 
Nothing!  "  Falkenberg  interrupted.     «  Look  after 
yourself.    Leave  me  now,  if  you  please." 

The  young  man  moved  reluctantly  towards  the  door. 

Excellency,"  he  protested,  « I  do  not  desire  a  day's 

hobday.     Thmgs  in  Berlin  are  bad.     Let  us  talk  L 

gether  on  our  way  north.    You  have  never  yet  known 

Don'tf.ir'  T  f^""  ""'  ^*^  *^'°"«^'  °^  %»^t  it- 
Don  t  tell  me  to  leave  you,  dear  master!"  he  wound 

up,  with  a  sudden  change  of  tone.     «  There  are  still 
ways." 

sho^S;"*"''' '"' '" ''"'  "p°"  *'^  ^°""«  --'« 

"Fritz,"  he  said,  "my  orders,  if  you  please!    Re- 
member that  I  never  suffer  them  to  be  disputed.    Good- 

The  young  man  left  the  room.  As  he  passed  down 
the  stairs  he  shivered.  Falkenberg  passed  into  an  imier 
apartment  Already  he  had  guessed  who  it  was  waiting 
for  him.  Mademoiselle  rose  to  her  feet  with  a  little 
cry. 

"At  last!"  she  exclaimed.     "Dear  maker  of  toys, 
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how  long  you  have  been!    How  weary  it  has  been  to 
wait!'» 

She  came  into  his  arms.    He  patted  her  head  gently. 
"Dear  little  one!" 

"  You  are  taking  me  to  supper?  "  she  begged. 
He  shook  his  head.    Her  face  fell,  the  big  tears  were 
already  in  her  eyes. 

"  But  you  are  troubled! "  she  cried.  «  Oh,  come  and 
forget  it  all  for  a  time!  Isn't  that  what  you  told  me 
once  was  my  use  in  the  world  —  that  I  could  chatter 
to  you,  or  sing,  or  lead  you  through  the  light  paths, 
so  that  your  brain  could  rest?  Let  rne  take  you  there, 
dear  one.  To-night,  if  ever,  you  have  the  look  in  your 
face.     You  need  rest.     Come  to  me !  '* 

He  looked  at  her  steadfastly,  looked  at  her  feeling 
as  one  far  away  gazing  down  upon  some  strange  element 
in  life.    Then  a  thought  came  to  him. 

"Little  one,"  he  whispered,  "^  are  irresistible. 
Wait,  then.  It  may  be  as  you  desire.  Only,  after  sup- 
per I  pass  on." 

"  And  I  with  you?  "  she  implored. 
He  shook  his  head. 
"  Wait  here." 

Once  more  he  returned  to  Estermen's  apartments. 
Estermen  was  still  there,  smoking  furiously.  The  room 
was  blue  with  tobacco  smoke.  Falkenberg  regarded 
him  with  distaste. 

"  Make  yourself  presentable,  man,"  he  ordered.  "  We 

sup  in  the  Montmartre  and  we  leave  in  a  few  minutes." 

"What,  I?"  Estermen  exclaimed,  springing  up. 

"You   and   I   and   mademoiselle,"   Falkenberg  told 

him.     "  I  have  made  plans.     You  may  perhaps  escape 

—  who  can  tell?" 
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Estermen,  with  a  little  sob  of  relief,  hurried  into 
his  sleeping  apartment.  Soon  they  were  all  three  in 
the  big  car,  gliding  th-ough  the  busy  streets.  It  was 
getting  towards  midnight  and  they  took  their  place 
among  the  crowd  of  vehicles  climbing  the  hill,  only 
wherever  the  street  was  broad  enough  they  passed 
always  ahead.  At  the  Rat  Mort  they  came  to  a  stand- 
stm.  Falkenberg  led  the  way  up  the  narrow  stairs, 
greeted  Albert  with  both  hands,  nodded  amiably  to  the 
chef  d'orchestre,  the  flower  girl  and  the  head  waiter, 
who  crowded  around  him. 

"For  as  many  as  choose  to  come!"  he  declared. 
**The  round  table!  The  best  supper  in  France!  It 
is  a  gala  night,  Albert.  Serve  us  of  your  best.  Made- 
moiselle will  sing.  We  are  here  to  taste  the  lovs  of 
life."  J  J'    "' 

Albert  led  the  way. 

"Ah,  monsieur,"  he  said,  "it  is  good,  indeed,  to 
hear  your  voice!  There  is  no  one  who  comes  here  who 
enters  more  splendidly  into  the  spirit  of  the  place. 
When  you  are  here  I  know  that  it  will  be  a  joyful 
evening  for  all.  They  catch  it,  too.  those  others," 
he  explained.  "Sometimes  they  come  here  stolid, 
British.  They  look  around  them,  they  eat,  they  drink, 
they  sit  like  stuffed  animals.  Then  comes  monsieur  — 
dear  monsieur!  He  talks  gayly,  he  laughs,  he  waves 
salutes,  he  drinks  wine,  he  makes  friends.  The  thing 
spreads.  It  is  the  spirit  — the  real  spirit.  Behold! 
Even  the  dull,  once  they  catch  it,  they  enjoy." 

Falkenberg  took  the  cushioned  seat  in  the  comer. 
Close  to  his  side  was  mademoiselle,  her  hand  already 
clasping  his.  Estermen,  gaunt,  red-eyed,  still  haggard 
with  fear,  sat  a  few  feet  away. 
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"Wine!"  FalkenL.rg  ordered.  « Pommery  —  bot- 
tles of  it !  Never  mind  if  we  cannot  drink  it.  Let  us 
look  at  it.  Let  us  imagine  the  joys  that  come,  added 
to  those  we  'eel.** 

Already  the  wine  was  rushing  into  their  glasses. 
Falkenberg  raised  his  glass. 

"To  our  last  supper,  dear  Marguerite!**  he 
whispered. 

She  shivered  all  over.  She  looked  at  him,  her  face 
was  suddenly  strained. 

"You  jest!'* 

"Jest?  But  is  it  not  a  night  for  jests!**  he  an- 
swered. "Why  not?  Ah,  Marguerite,  I  take  it  back! 
To  our  first  supper!  Let  us  say  to  ourselves  that  to- 
night we  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  life.  Let  us 
say  to  ourselves  that  never  before  have  I  seen  how 
blue  y^ur  eyes  shine,  how  sweet  your  mouth,  how  soft 
your  fingers,  how  dear  the  thrill  which  passes  from 
you  to  me.  Close  to  me.  Marguerite -^  close  to  me, 
little  one !    Our  first  evening ! " 

"  Dearest,'*  she  whispered,  "  first  or  last,  there  could 
never  be  another.  It  is  you  who  make  my  life.  It  is 
you  who,  when  you  go,  leave  it  desolate.** 

He  held  her  hand  more  tightly. 

"Ah,  little  friend,'*  he  murmured,  "you  spoil  me 
with  your  sweet  phrases!  You  set  the  music  playing 
in  my  heart  —  the  witch  music,  I  think.  Come,  we  must 
speak  to  Estermen,*'  he  continued,  looking  resolutely 
away  from  her.  "We  cannot  have  him  sitting  there 
glum,  a  death's-head  at  our  feast.  Estermen,  drink, 
man!  Is  this  a  funeral  party?  Wake  up.  Made- 
moiselle who  dances  there  looks  towards  you.  Why 
not?    You  see,  she  waves  her  hand.    You  have  waltzed 
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with  her  before.  Ask  her  to  sit  down  with  u..  I 
hare  ordered  supper.  See,  mademoiselle  approaches, 
Es  .-rmen.  Idore  glasses,  waiter.  Open  more  wine. 
There  is  champagne  here  for  everybody.  MademoiseUe 
does  us  great  honor.    Permit  me !  " 

The  little  dancing  girl  obeyed  his  invitation.  She  sat 
by  Estermen's  side,  but  she  cast  a  longing  glance  at 
Falkenberg.  Their  glasses  were  filled.  Estermen  drank 
quickly,  aU  the  time  looking  about  him  with  the  furtive 
air  of  a  whipped  dog. 

«  tT*^"'?*"**"  ^»J''«°*'«'-«  cried,  as  he  lifted  his  glass, 
I  have  but  one  command-— be  joyful.     Why  not? 
To-night  I  have  Marguerite  by  my  side,  and  you  — 
you  can  choose  from  the  world  of  Marguerites.    There 
18  nothing  in  life  like  this  — the  hour  of  midnight,  the 
music  of  the  moment,  the  wine  of  the  hour,  the  woman 
we   love.      Drink,   Estermen,   once    more.      Fix   your 
thoughts  upon  the  present    Mademoiselle  looks  around 
her.     She  finds  you  dull.     She  will  seek  for  another 
admirer.    Ah,  mademoiseUe! »  he  added,  leaning  across 
the  table,  «  if  the  sweetest  girl  in  Paris  were  not  here 
already  by  my  side,  do  you  think  that  I  would  permit 
you  to  be  for  an  instant  the  companion  of  a  dumb 
admirer?  " 

Mademoiselle  laughed  back  into  his  eyes. 
"  If  monsieur's  friend  were  but  as  gaUant  as  monsieur 
himself !  '* 

"He  is  depressed,"  Falkenberg  d-clared,  "but  it 
passes.  Behold!  Another  glass  like  that,  Estermen! 
Drink  tiU  you  feel  it  bubbling  in  your  veins.  Look  at 
him  now!" 

Falkenberg  leaned  bac  .  in  his  place  and  pressed  his 
companion's  arm.     Indeed,  the  wine  was  working  its 
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magic.    The  terror  was  passing  from  Estermen's  face. 
Already  he  was  becoming  more  natural. 

••  Leave  them  alone,"  Falkenberg  said  softly.  "  He 
will  have  no  relapse.  The  wine  is  in  his  blood.  Ah, 
Marguerite!  never  did  you  seem  so  sweet  to  me  as  to- 
night, when  my  face  is  set  for  the  cold  north!  Have 
you  joy  in  remembering,  little  one?  Have  you  senti- 
ment enough  for  that?  ** 

"  I  have  sentiment  enough,"  she  whispered,  "  to  suffer 
every  time  you  leave  me.  To-night  I  am  afraid  to  let 
you  go.  Oh!  dear  —  my  dear  —  take  me  with  you! 
I  have  begged  you  before,  but  to-night  I  beg  you  in 
a  different  manner.  I  am  afraid  to  be  left  alone.  I 
care  not  where  or  whatever  the  end  of  your  journey 
may  be.  Take  me  with  you,  dear  one.  It  is  because  I 
love  that  I  ask  this!" 

He  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  and  there  were  won- 
derful things  in  his  eyes. 

"Ah,  little  girl,"  he  murmured,  "you  teach  one  so 
much!  One  passes  through  life  too  often  with  one's 
eyes  closed,  one  finds  the  great  things  in  strange  places, 
the  rarest  flowers  even  by  the  roadside.  Drink  your 
wine,  press  my  fingers  —  like  that.  See,  it  is  the  chef 
d'orchestre  who  approaches.  You  shall  sing  —  sing  to 
me,  little  one." 

He  motioned  to  the  musician,  who  with  a  smile  of 
delight  held  up  his  hand  to  the  orchestra.  Mademoiselle 
hummed  a  few  bars.  The  man  who  listened  nodded  his 
head.  Then  he  raised  his  violin,  ne  passed  his  bow 
(.cross  the  strings.  With  the  touch  of  his  fingers  he 
drew  from  them  a  little  melody.  Mademoiselle  assented. 
Her  head  was  back  against  the  wall,  her  eyes  half  closed. 
Then  she  began  to  sing;  sang  so  that  in  a  few  moments 
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the  passionate  words  which  slrermed  from  her  hp.  held 
the  room  breathless.  It  was  no  ordinary  mul  ft 
wa.  the  love  prayer  of  a  woman,  starting  in  sadness, 
pa  smg  on  to  passion,  ending  in  wild  entreaty.  As  she 
finished  she  turned  her  head  towards  her  com'panton. 

miJr  11  ^  "I  ^°  t""'-  "  '^'  "'^^'  '^^^^  her  word, 
might  well  have  been  the  text  of  her  song 

Falkenberg  shook  his  head. 

«  Something  gayer,"  he  begged,  -  «  something  more 
hke  the  wme  which  foams  in  our  glasses  '» 

She  obeyed  him  after  only  a  moment's  hesitation,  yet 
in  the  first  few  bars  her  song  came  to  an  abrupt  end, 
her  voice  choked.  She  leaned  suddenly  forward  in  her 
place,  her  face  was  hidden  between  her  hands.  They 
all  gazed  at  her  curiously.  "^ 

"Nerves!  "one  declared. 
"  Hysterics !  "  another  echoed. 

"It  is  the  life  they  lead,  these  women,"  an  American 
explained  to  a  little  party  of  guests.  «  They  weep  or 
they  laugh  always.  Life  with  them  quivers  all  the  time. 
They  pass  from  one  emotion  to  another -they  seldom 
know  which.    Look,  it  is  over  with  her." 

It  was  oyer,  indeed.  She  raised  her  head  and  sang, 
sang  ravishingly,  charmingly,  a  gay  love-song.  Falken- 
berg was  the  first  to  applaud  her. 

"  To-night,  dear,"  he  murmured,  «  you  are  wonder- 
ful. You  smg  from  the  heart,  your  voice  has  feeling, 
you  bring  to  one  the  exquisite  moments Behold 

w^fK^JJ^^rL,^'?'^'''     ^'*'™^"  ^^'  "'^^^  friends  now 
with  his  httle  danseuse.    Sit  closer  to  me,  dear.    These 

are  the  golden  hours.     Give  me  your  hand,  look  into 

niy  eyes,  drink  with  me How  the  minutes  pass! 

Inere  is  magic  m  this  place." 
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Toward*  four  o'clock  Falkenberg  and  hii  compan- 
ions came  down  the  narrow  stairs,  out  into  the  morning. 
A  fine  rain  was  falling,  the  pavements  were  already  wet. 
Falkenberg  was  still  gay,  still  laughing  and  talking. 
Behind,  n  little  company  —  the  cht;f  d'orcheitre,  the 
chief  maitre  d'hotel,  the  flower  girl  —  wondering  at  his 
generosity,  stood  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  to  bid  him 
godspeed.  He  gave  a  louis  to  the  commissionaire  and 
called  for  a  special  carriage.  He  had  almost  to  lift 
Marguerite  inside. 

**  Dear  child,"  he  said,  holding  her  hands,  **  here  we 
must  part  for  a  time  —  not  for  so  long,  perhaps.  Who 
can  tell?  It  is  a  comfortable  carriage,  this.  Here  is 
a  ha  iful  of  money  for  the  fare.    It  is  of  no  use  to  me." 

He  emptied  his  pockets  into  her  lap  as  she  sat  there. 
She  made  no  effort  to  pick  up  the  shower  of  gold  and 
silver. 

"  What  do  you  mean  —  that  it  is  of  no  use  to  you?  " 

"  We  drive  for  home,"  he  answered.  **  We  shall  need 
no  money  to  take  us  there.    Listen." 

He  drew  her  face  very  close  to  his. 

"  When  you  arrive  at  your  apartment,"  he  said, 
"  you  will  find  there  a  little  packet  from  u.  .  Be  wise, 
dear.  If  chance  will  have  it  that  we  do  not  meet  again 
very  soon,  may  it  help  you  to  take  all  out  of  life  that 
you  can  find.  Only  sometimes  when  the  heart  is  joyous, 
when  the  wine  flows  and  your  feet  are  kv  ?ping  time  to 
the  music  of  life,  think  for  a  moment  —  of  one  who 
dwells,  alas !  in  a  quieter  country.    Dear  Marguerite !  " 

He  kissed  her,  first  upon  the  lips  and  then  lightly 
on  the  forehead.  Then  gently  he  thrust  away  the  arms 
which  she  had  wound  around  his  neck.  He  waved  to 
the  coachman  to  drive  off.    With  a  little  shrug  of  the 
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jhoulden  he  took  h»  own  place  in  the  great  touring  car. 
Estcrmen,  too,  cl-.mbered  into  the  tonncau. 

**  You  have  supped  well,  I  trust,  Henri?"  »'ie  Prince 
asked  the  chauffeur. 

"\  ithout  a  doubt,  Excellency,"'  the  man  replied. 

««7       •     **"''*  ^°''  ^^"^  ^»"ont»er,"  Falkenberg  ordered. 
We  will  stop  you  when  we  need  a  rest." 

They  left  Paris  in  the  semi-darkness.  They  were 
away  in  the  country  before  the  faintest  gleam  of  day- 
light broke  through  the  eastern  clouds.  Even  then  the 
way  was  still  obscured.  It  was  a  stormy  morning,  and 
banks  of  murky  clouds  were  piled  up  where  the  sun 
should  have  risen.  The  rain  still  fell.  Soon  they  com- 
menced to  ascend  a  range  of  hills.  At  the  summit 
Falkenberg  pulled  the  check-string. 

"  Henri,"  he  said,  «  come  in  behind  here.  I  will  drive 
for  a  time  —  it  will  amuse  me." 

The  man  descended.  Falkenberg  took  his  place  at 
the  wheel.  Estermen,  obeying  his  gesture,  scrambled 
mto  the  seat  by  his  side. 

"  Go  to  the  signpost,"  his  master  ordered  the  chauf- 
feur. «  Tell  me  exactly,  how  many  miles  to  Rheims?  " 
The  man  clambered  up  the  bank.  The  gray  morning 
twilight  was  breaking  now  through  a  sea  of  clouds. 
From  where  they  were  the  vineyards  sloped  down  to 
the  bank.  A  thin,  curving  line  of  silver  marked  the 
course  of  the  river.  Here  and  there  a  little  gleam  of 
sunlight  fell  upon  the  country  below  them.  Estermen 
closed  his  eyes. 

"  It  makes  me  giddy,"  he  muttered.     « I  hope  that 
you  will  drive  slowly  down  the  hill !  " 

Falkenl  ^rg  glanced  to  the  left  —  the  chauffeur  was 
still  peering  at  the  milestone.    He  slipped  in  the  clutch 
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and  the  car  glided  off,  gathering  speed  a»  though  by 
magic. 

"You  have  left  Henri!"  Estcrmen  cried.  "He  is 
running  after  us.  Stop  the  car!  Can't  you  stop  it? " 
Falkenberg  turned  his  head  only  once.  The  stone 
walls  now  on  either  side  seemed  flying  past  them. 
Estermen  looked  into  his  face  and  quaked  with  fear. 
"This  ride  is  for  you  and  me  alone,  my  friend!" 
Falkenberg  replied.  "  SiL  tight  and  say  your  prayers, 
if  it  pleases  vou.  This  is  better,  after  all,  than  poison, 
or  the  cold  muzzle  of  a  revolver  at  your  forehead.  Close 
your  eyes  if  you  are  afraid;  or  open  them,  if  you  have 
the  courage,  and  see  the  world  spin  by.  We  start  on 
the  great  journey." 

Estermen  shrieked.  He  half  rose  to  his  feet,  but 
Falkenberg,  holding  the  wheel  with  his  right  hand, 
struck  him  across  the  face  with  his  left  so  that  he 
fell  back  in  his  place. 

"  If  you  try  to  leave  the  car,"  he  said,  "  I  swear 
that  I  will  stop  and  come  back.  I  will  shoot  you  where 
you  lie,  like  a  dog.  Be  brave,  man!  Be  thankful  that 
you  are  going  to  your  death  in  honorable  company 
and  in  honorable  fashion !  It 's  better,  this,  than  the 
guillotine  isn't  it?  Look  at  the  country  below,  like 
patchwork,  coming  up  to  us.  Listen  to  the  wind  rush- 
ing by.  You  see  the  trees,  how  they  bend?  You  feci 
the  rain  stinging  your  cheeks?  Sit  still,  man,  and  fix 
your  thoui/^'s  where  you  will.  Think  of  mademoiselle 
la  dar.ieun.,  think  of  her  kisses,  think  of  the  perfume 
of  the  violets  at  her  bosom !  You  see,  we  arrive.  Watch 
that  comer  of  the  viaduct." 

They  were  traveling  now  at  a  terrific  speed,  falling 
fast  to  the  level  country.     Before  them  was  a  high 
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bridge,  crossing  the  river.  On  the  left,  a  portion  of 
it  was  being  repaired  and  a  few  boards  alone  wore  up 
for  protection.  Falkenuerg,  recognizing  the  spot  for 
which  he  had  been  looking,  settled  down  in  his  seat. 
A  grim  smile  parted  ^<9  lips. 

"  Jean  Charles  will  never  place  his  hand  upon  your 
shoulder  now!"  he  cried.  "Can  you  hear  the  wind 
sob,  Estermen?  Soon  you'll  hear  tho  water  in  .ur 
ears !    Hold  fast.     Don't  spoil  the  end !  " 

They  were  going  at  sixty  miles  an  hour,  ai.  '  .ith 
the  slightest  swerve  of  the  steering  wheel  they  turned 
to  thv  if  ft  on  entering  the  bridge  and  struck  the  boards. 
Henri,  in  his  account  of  the  accident,  declared  that 
although  the  car  turned  over  before  it  reached  the 
river,  Falkcnbcrg  never  left  his  seat.  Estermen,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  thrown  violently  out,  and  struck 
the  water  head  foremost.  From  the  condition  of  his 
body  it  would  seem  that  death  was  instantaneous. 
Falkcnberg  was  found  with  his  arms  locked  around  the 
steering  wheel,  his  liead  bent  forward.  He,  too,  seemed 
to  have  been  drowned  almost  i  eaiately.  The  steer- 
ing wheel  was  jammed,  tlio  car  '     'ckcd.  .  .  . 

The  authorities,  wh">  had  left  only  a  temporary  pro- 
tection while  they  repair"'!  the  viaduct  on  the  bridge, 
were  severely  c.n>ured.  J 'lie  makers  of  the  car  were 
subjected  to  a  very  searching  cross-examination.  The 
brakes  and  the  uncertain  light  were  blamed.  Henri, 
who  from  the  hillside  a  mile  or  more  back  had  watched 
with  ghastly  face,  was  the  only  one  who  understood  the 
accident,  and  he  kept  silent! 


CHAPTER    XIX 
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The  Duchess  of  Clonarty  was  famous  for  doing  the 
right  thing.  Three  weeks  after  the  return  of  Julien 
and  Lady  Anne  to  London,  she  gave  a  large  dinner- 
party in  their  honor.  At  a  quarter  past  eight,  a  tele- 
phone message  from  the  House  of  Commons  was  re- 
ceived, explaining  that  Sir  Julien  would  be  ten  minutes 
late,  owing  to  his  having  to  speak  at  greater  length  than 
he  had  first  intended  upon  the  Agdar  (Juestion.  Lady 
Anne  was  waiting  for  him,  and  they  would  arrive  to- 
gether certainly  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  The 
Duchess  made  every  use  of  her  opportunity.  She  was 
at  her  very  best  during  that  brief  period  which  ensued 
while  they  waited  for  the  delayed  guests. 

"You  know,  my  dear  Lady  Cardington,"  she  ex- 
plained, raising  her  voice  a  little  to  indicate  that  this 
was  not  entirely  a  confidence,  "  I  never  dreamed  that 
dear  Anne  had  so  much  self-confidence  and  resolution. 
Even  now  I  have  scarcely  given  up  wondering  at  it. 
If  she  had  only  told  me  that  she  was  so  sincerely 
attached  to  Julien,  I  would  never  have  listened  for  one 
moment  to  that  Harbord  affair.  It  was  a  mistake,  of 
course,"  she  rippled  on,  "  but  then  one  learns  so  much 
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by  one's  mistakes.  Notwithstanding  their  wealth,  they 
were  most  terrible  and  impossible  people.  I  am  sure 
the  association  would  have  been  most  distasteful  to  the 
Duke.  Poor  Henry  used  to  lock  himself  in  his  study 
when  any  of  them  were  about  the  place,  and  what  it 
would  have  been  if  they  were  really  able  to  call  them- 
selves connections,  I  cannot  imagine.  You  were  speak- 
ing of  the  Carraby  woman  a  few  minutes  ago.  My  dear 
Eva!  Of  course,  you  have  heard  about  her?  Her  hus- 
band, when  he  resigned,  gave  out  that  he  was  obliged 
to  go  abroad  for  his  wife's  health.  My  dear,  his  wife 
had  already  left  him,  three  days  before !  She  was  seen 
in  Paris  with  Bob  Sutherland.  I  hear  the  divorce  suit 
is  fUed.    What  a  terrible  woman !  " 

"  A  great  escape,  I  am  sure,  for  Sir  Julien,"  Lady 
Cardington  declared. 

The  Duchess  drew  a  little  breath. 
"Poor  Julien  was  always  so  chivalrous,"  she  mur- 
mured. «  How  thankful  your  dear  husband  must  be  to 
think  that  at  last  he  has  one  person  in  his  Cabinet  who 
does  command  some  sort  of  a  following  in  the  country !  " 
The  Duchess  delivered  her  little  shaft  and  moved  to 
the  door.  Sir  Julien  and  Lady  Anne  Portel  had  just 
been  announced.  It  was  almost  a  family  dinner.  The 
Duchess  took  Julien's  arm  and  drew  him  into  a  corner 
while  the  others  filed  past. 

"Is    it   true,"    she   whispered,   "that   the   Carraby 
woman  has  bolted?  " 
Julien  nodded. 

"I  am   afraid  there  isn't   a  doubt   about  it,"  he 
admitted. 

"How  are  things  to-night?     Anything  new?"  she 
asked. 
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"  Quite  calm  again,"  he  replied.  «*  The  trouble  seems 
to  have  passed  over.  Falkenberg's  death  upset  the  whole 
scheme  which  was  brewing  against  us,  whatever  it  may 
have  been.  All  the  notes  which  are  being  interchanged 
at  the  present  moment  are  perfectly  pacific." 

The  Duchess  sighed. 

"  After  all,"  she  said,  "  my  little  visit  to  Paris  was 
not  so  wild.  I  don't  think  you  would  ever  have  found 
out  about  Anne  but  for  me." 

Julien  smiled. 

"  If  I  really  believed  that,"  he  assured  her,  «  and  I 
shall  try  to,  then  I  should  feel  that  I  owed  you  more 
than  any  person  upon  the  earth." 

The  dinner  was  a  success.  Lady  Anne  seemed  cer- 
tainly to  have  developed.  She  was  looking  wonderfully 
handsome,  and  though  her  eyes  strayed  more  than  once 
to  the  end  of  the  table  where  her  husband  was  sitting, 
she  carried  on  her  share  of  the  conversation  with  just 
that  trifle  of  assurance  which  marks  the  transition  from 
girlhood  to  the  dignity  of  marriage.  After  the  women 
had  left,  conversation  for  a  few  moments  was  neces- 
sarily political.  The  Duke,  who  read  the  Times  and 
the  Spectator,  and  attended  every  debate  in  the  House 
of  Lords,  spoke  with  some  authority. 

"I  believe,"  he  said  firmly,  "that  we  have  passed 
through  a  crisis  greater  than  any  one,  even  those  in 
power,  know  of.  It  is  my  opinion  that  Falkenberg  was 
the  bitter  enemy  of  this  country  —  that  it  was  he,  in- 
deed, who  kept  alive  all  that  suspicious  and  jealous 
feeling  of  which  we  have  had  constant  evidences  from 
Berlin.  He  was  dying  all  the  time  to  make  mischief. 
I  am  sorry,  of  course,  for  his  tragical  end.  On  the 
other  hand,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  his  departure 
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from  the  sphere  of  politics  was  the  best  thing  that  has 
happened  to  this  country  for  many  years." 

"There  is  no  doubt,"  Lord  Cardington  declared, 
"that  he  was  working  hard  to  estrange  France  and 
England.  Your  letters,  Sir  Julien,  made  that  remark- 
ably evident." 

The  good  that  men  do  lives  after  them,» "  some 
one  quoted,  "  also  the  evil.  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  some 
time  before  France  and  England  are  on  exactly  the 
same  terms." 

"  I  would  not  be  so  sure,"  Julien  interposed,  setting 
down  his  glass.  "  The  politics  of  Paris  are  the  politics 
of  France,  and  the  spirit  of  the  Parisian  is  essentially 
mercurial.  Besides,  the  days  of  the  great  alliance  draw 
nearer  — the  next  step  forward  after  the  arbitration 
treaty.  Who  can  doubt  that  when  that  is  completed, 
France  will  embrace  the  chance  of  permanent  peace?  " 

The  Duke  rose  to  his  feet. 

"Five  minutes  only  I  am  allowed,  gentlemen,"  he 
said.  "  My  wife  wants  some  of  us,  some  of  us  have  to 
go  back  to  Westminster.  I  sliall  ask  you,  therefore, 
before  we  separate,  as  this  is  in  some  respects  an  occa- 
sion, to  drink  to  the  health  of  my  son-in-law.  Sir  Julien 
Portel.  Though  a  politician  of  the  old  type,  I  do  not 
fail  to  appreciate  what  we  owe  to  the  new  school.  I 
am  a  reader  of  the  old-fashioned  newspapers,  but  I 
recognize  the  fact  that  the  modern  I  -ess  sometimes  ex- 
ercises a  new  and  wonderful  function  in  politics.  It  is 
my  opinion  that  by  means  of  this  modem  journalism 
Sir  Julien  Portel  has  maintained  the  peace  of  the  world. 
I  ask  you,  therefore,  not  only  as  my  private  friends  and 
relatives,  but  as  politicians,  to  drink  to-night  to  the 
health  of  my  son-in-law." 
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They  all  rose. 

"And  with  that  toast,"  Lord  Cardington  added,  as 
he  bowed  toward  Julien,  « let  me  associate  the  fervent 
pleasure  felt  by  aU  of  us  in  welcoming  bpck  once  more 
the  colleague  to  whom  we  have  so  many  reasons  to  be 
thankful." 

The  party  broke  up  soon  afterwards.  Lady  Anne 
drove  back  with  her  husband  to  Westminster.  She  sat  by 
his  side  in  the  closed  car  which  had  been  her  father's  wed- 
ding present.  Her  hands,  linked  together,  were  passed 
through  his  arm.    She  was  a  very  weU  satisfied  woman. 

"  Julien,"  she  declared,  «  it 's  lovely  to  be  back  here, 
but  I  would  n't  have  been  without  those  few  weeks  in  Paris 
for  anything  in  the  world.  I  don't  think  we  can  ever  get 
back  down  into  the  bottom  of  the  ruts,  do  you?" 
^^  "If  ever  we  feel  like  it,"  he  answered,  smiling, 
"  we  '11  cross  the  Channel  again,  and  take  Mademoiselle 
Janette  with  us  and  seek  for  more  adveptures." 

"Lovely!"  she  exclaimed.  «I  shall  hold  you  to 
that,  mind." 

"  No  need,"  he  replied.  «  Kendricks  is  going  to  stay 
there  as  correspondent  for  the  Post.  We  must  go  and 
see  him  occasionaUy.  There  is  no  one  who  understands 
better  the  temperament  of  the  Parisian  than  he." 

"There  will  be  no  more  Herr  Freudenberg  to  cir- 
cumvent," she  remarked. 

"Paris  always  has  its  problems,"  he  answered. 
"Kendricks  realizes  that.  The  plotting  of  the  worH 
takes  place  within  a  mile  of  Montmartre." 

They  were  nearing  Westminster.  Julien  drew  his 
wife  towards  him  and  kissed  her. 

"I  shall  only  be  about  twenty  minutes,  dear,"  he 
suggested.    «  Why  not  wait?  " 
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"Of  course,''  she  replied.  «I  have  a  little  electric 
lamp  here,  and  a  book.    I  'd  love  to." 

JuHen  walked  blithely  into  the  House.  Lady  Anne 
turned  on  the  lamp,  drew  out  her  book,  and  leaned  back 
among  the  cushions  with  a  deep  sigh  of  content. 

That  same  night,  wandering  around  Paris,  Kendricks 
met  Monsieur,  Madame,  and  Mademoiselle. 

"It  is  the  gallant  Englishman!"  mademoiseUe  ex- 
claimed. 

"It  is  the  gentleman  who  ate  both  portions  of 
chicken!"  madarae  cried,  clapping  her  hands. 

It  was  a  veritable  meeting.  Kendricks  wiUirigly 
joined  their  little  party  and  sat  down  with  them  in 
the  brightly-lit  cafe.     Monsieur  ordered  wine. 

"  The  business  affairs  of  monsieur  are  prospering,  I 
trust?  "  he  said.    «  After  all,  the  entente  remains." 

Kendricks  lifted  his  glass. 

"I  drink  to  it!"  he  exclaimed.  "It  is  the  sanest 
thing  to-day  in  European  politics.  Drink  to  it  your- 
self, monsieur,  and  you,  madame,  and  you,  mademoiselle. 
You  shaU  accuse  us  no  longer,  we  English,  of  selfishness 
or  stupidity.  For  what  reason,  think  you,  did  we  order 
a  warship  to  Agdar  and  brave  the  whole  wrath  of 
Germany .'' " 

Monsieur  held  out  his  hand. 

"  My  friend,"  he  declared,  "  it  was  a  stroke  of  genius, 
that.  It  was  what  we  none  of  us  expected  froi  ny 
English  Minister.  It  was  magnificent.  I  confess  — 
it  has  altered  my  opinions.  I  drink  with  you  now,  cor- 
diaUy  and  heartily.  I  drink  to  the  entente.  I  believe 
in  it.    I  am  a  convert." 

Kendricks  shook  hands  with  every  one  solemnly.    He 
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shook  hands  last  with  mademoiselle,  and  forgot  to  re- 
lease her  little  fingers  for  several  moments. 

**  Tell  us  of  your  friend,  monsieur?  **  madame  asked 
politely. 

But  Kendricks  did  not  hear!  He  was  whispering  in 
mademoiselle's  ear.  Her  dark  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
tablecloth,  her  pretty  lips  were  parted,  a  most  becoming 
flush  of  color  was  in  her  cheeks.  Monsieur  looked  at 
madame  and  winked.    Madame  smiled,  well  pleased. 

"  L'entente!  "  monsieur  murmured. 

Madame  nodded. 


THE   END 


